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tllS ROtAL HIGHNESS 



THE PRINCE OF WALESy 



Jul AVI NG, in the complacent be- 
nevolence of his gracious difoofition, 
condefceilded to fignify his Approba- 
tion of thefe Works, and his pleafure 
that they might come into the world 
under his Auguft Protection ; in 
the hope that the degree of lenity 
with which his Royal Highnefs has 
been pleafed to regard them on the 
Stage, will not be affe(5led by a look 
over of them in the clolet (if fuch' 
humble produdions, unaided by the 

advan- 



y DEDICATION. 



^ 



advantages ©f reprcfentation, can ever 

be admitted to a place even among 

the lighter engagements of his Royal 

Highnefs's leifure moments) they are, 

laid at his Royal Highnefs's feet, 
with all humility, duty, and grati- 
tude, by 



THE AUTHOR, 



June, 1798, 



\ 

^ 



'fllp^ 



ADDRESS PREFATORY. 






JL HE Author regrets that an incon- 
fiderate difpofs.1 of the Copy Right of 
his Pieces, called The Son in Law, 
The AGREEABLESuRPRiSE,The Young 
Quaker, The Dead Alive, and Peep- 
ing Tom ; to the late Manager of the 
Hay-Market Theatre, prevents their ap-^ 
pearance in this Colleftion*. How- 
ever, (hould thofe of his compofitions, 
which he is here enabled to give to the 
Public, afford any gratification in the 
reading, it is derived from.the kindnefs 
of Mr. Harris, (Proprietor of the 
Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden) in per- 
mitting the Author to Print them ; the 
Copy Right of moft of them, he alfo 
having purchafed. 

♦ Had they been fold to a Bookfeller, and confequently 
then Publifhed, the Author would, by the laws refpedling 
literary property, have had a right to print them at the ex- 
piration of fourteen years, a term now long elapfed. 

To 



To that Gentleman, for this iignal in- 
ftance of generofity, sis well as for many 
other afts of friendfhip, the Author, 
thus Publickly returns his moil fincere 
and grateful thanks. 



Teddington, Middle/ex, 
June, 1798. 
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LIFE'S VAGARIES; 

OR, 

The NEGLECTED SON. 

IN 

FIVE ACTS. 

PEKFORMED AT THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-G ARDENT, 

In 1795. 



VOI^ I 



PROLOGUE, 

UrtLlTTEV MY JOHN TAYLOR, BSQ^ 
AKD SPOKEN BY MR« MXDDLETON« 

^IS ftrange that authors, who Co rarely find 
^heir prayers can move an audience to be kind. 
Still fend, with piteous tone and look forlorn. 
The Prologue forth to deprecate your fcorn ; 
Such doleful heralds, which would fain appear 
The timid druggies of a modeft fear. 
The furly Critic views with jealous fpleen. 
As the dull prefage of the coming fcene. 
In vain, the dread hofHlity to calm. 
E'en potent Flatt'ry tries her feothing balm ; 
Pity's a crim« his lofty foul difdains 
And his pride feafts upon the poet's pms. 
Yet now no critic rancour need we fear. 
For liberal candour holds her empire here. 
Candour, who fcoms for little faults to pry. 
But looks on merits with a partial eye. 

And fure a bard whofe mufe fo oft has found 
The happy pow'r to kindle mirth around. 
Though, in her fportive moods, averfe to tr^ce. 
The rigid forms of ^^/w, 77me, wid Place, 
While gen'rotts objeds animate her view. 
May dill her gay luxuriant courfe purfue ; 
For, mid her whims, fli9 ftill has fkewn the art# 
To prefs the useful moral on the heart; 
With juft contempt the wortklefs to difcard. 
And deal to Virtue its deferv'd reward. 

So aim'd the bard • (if haply we may dare# 
Our humble fcenes with nobled drains compare) 
The bard whofe favour'd mufe could joy afford^ 
That eas'd the cares of Rome's Imperial Lord* 
Who in her fatire frolickfome and wild. 
Gave vice the deepeft wounds when mofi (h^ finiPd* 

• Horace. 
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LI FE's VAGARIES; 



ORj 



tHE NEGLECTED SON; 



. A C T I. 

SCENE I. 
J Parlour in Dickins's; Breakfajl laid. 

Enf€rSiK Hans Burg£Ss^ ^rndKouiii Hoofs. 

Sir Hans. 

X'LL trull nothing to the errand cart, you muft 
bring up my own waggon ; cuts fuch a figure ! 
a Gentleman's fine team ringing thro' a country 
town. 

R^kin. Why it does make folks ftare. 

Sir H. There's the Dukef's cart. Lord Mar- 
quifs's cart, and why not his Worfhip's cart? 
and on it written in capitals, *« Sir Hans Bur- 
gefs 1 Samphire Hall." A ride of feven miles, 
after breakfafting at eight as I have, is a kind of 
Whet ; but to find Major Talbot there over his 
breakfaft at eleven! Shameful! Eh, why here's 

another 



$ LIFE'S VAGARIES ; 

another Breakfaft at — (looks at his watch) twelve f 
Scandalous ! 

Robirt. Now you niention that Sir, don't forget, 
that Squire Miller invites you to dine with him to 
day. 

Sir H. Aye, his dinner hour is two ; you call 
and tell him, FU wait on him. [Exit Robin.} 
1 breakfaft at eight. Major Talbot at eleven, this^ 
little Shopkeeper at twelve, why a man in his 
rounds, according, to the degrees of fafhion, may 
fwallow four or five breaklafts in a morning.— 
Ah, Dick ins is quite fpoilt by a Lord's taking 
notice of him — aping all the abfurd impertinence 
of fafhion ^ an infignificant cur 'mongrel), fetting 
himfelf up for a greyhound. 

Enter Dick ins, in a morning gown, i^c. tying hii 

mckclothf Jits. 

Dick. When one fups at the Caftle, no jifing 
next morning (jawns, not minding Sir Hans^Y 

SirH. The Cafile! fup with Lord Vifcount 
Torrendel. 

Dick. His Lordfhip would make me bumper it 
lafl night, toafling fuch bundles of his fine girls ; 
'pon my foul I and TorrendeJ knocked the bot- 
tle about rarely. How bis Lordfhip ftared at 
dinner when I hob nob*d him ; fays he, my dear 
Dickins, are you in earnefl ? 'pon my foul, faid I 
my dear Torrendel I am, that's poz. Fm ufed 
to good old black port, and his Lordfhip/s pink 
Burgundy has given me an immenfe head-ach. 
No getting from him, he's fuch good company. 
(yawni.) 

• Sir H. Then Fm not even to be afked to fit 
down ? 

Dick. Sir Hans Burgefsl Oh, how do ye do? 

SirH. 
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OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 7 

Sir H. Well, this is good, a Gentleman comes 
to talk about bufinefs, and its " Ofe, how do ye 
do/' 

dick. Bufinefs ! triie, I ride out with my Lord 
this morning. 

Sir H Pleafe, Sir, firft to ftep into your (hop, 
and weigh out the fugar and tobacco for my fer- 
vant, Robin Hoofs. 

Dick. {riJiHg) Sir, if you don't know how to 
behave as a parlour vifitor to me, as a cuftomer, 
walk into my fhop, and wait there till you are 
ferv'd. Here John, take this perfon's orders. 
Weigh tobacco! as you are now Sir Hans Bur- 
gefs, I may yet be Sir Anthony Dickins ; I may 
be knighted for bringing up an addrefs. You 
made your money by a contra£t of hats, anjd an't 
I making mine by 
Sir H. Your country merchant (hop of all forts. 
pick. My banking-houfe, agencies, receiver- 

fliips, faftorfhips 

Sir H. And coal-ftiips. Now / have laid out 
my money in buying a fcope of land, and my 
grand hobby is to turn it into a fafhionable fea- 
bathing place. I have fuch a liberal mind to ac- 
commodate the publick, I built dtR. there a 

beautiful houfe^ 

Dick. For yourfelf. As my Lord fays, to ferve 
a man's felf, has been long the way of doing 
things for the public good. 

Sir H., I raifed as pretty an hotel! and the neat 
row of lodging-lioufes ! 

Dick. But to give it a name, you muft get a 
few of us people of faftiion down to it. Suppofe 
I fay to his Lordfliip, 'pon my foul Torrendel, 
now you (hould take a houfe from my friend, Sir 
Hans, he's a good, l^oneft, ftupid fort of a foul 

— why 
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-—why then, fays my Lord, nay my dear Dickens, 
you are too fevere. Yes, perhaps I ms^y prevail 
on Torrendel to take one of your new houfes^ 

Sir H. Not fo much good in you, a pity, friend 
Dickens, my Lord can't admit you for an hour 
to his table, but it makes you fo fancy. 

Dick. Proud ! a proof my Lord ca'n*t do with* 
out me. 

Sir H. Why you are fo clever that I will trufl 
,you, becaufe 1 ca'n*t do without you. 

Did. Very civil, (iows) 

Sir H. I came to confult you. You know 

I defign to beftow my ward Augufta Woodbine, 
with her whole fortune, on my fon George ; but 
I fear the report of her riches will bring all your 
£alhy, high-titled gentry about her, then* 

Dick. Ay ! then, indeed, (he may, be for de- 
fpifing a fon of y%)urs. "> Wa'n't Mifs Augufta 
adopted by her uncle on his difcarding his own 
daughter for ^ faux. pas with fame man of fafhioa 
two and twenty years back ? 

Sir H. Devil's in your twenty years back ! how 
to bring my fon's marriage about now ? 

Dick, Make your ward think that her uncle 
has made a fecond will, and that (lie's not worth 
two-pence, then fhe'll be glad to fnap at your 
George. 

Sir H. Eh ! that's well, I expeft her to-day 
from London. According to that plan, it will 
ihew too much attention to go myfelf to meet 
her — ril let her down — I'll fend any body — will 
you go, my dear fellow ? 

Dick. Civil again ; (J?ows) its a doubt to nie, 
if you know how to make a bow, Sir Hans; ha, 
ha, ha ! this morning I, making my bow of leave 
to his Ludflup, fliuing back, flumbled upon the 

poor 
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poor Chaplain^s toe ; my Lud laughed ! S*death ! 
cries his Reverence, you've killed me! Huzza, 
fays my Lud, then the parfon's d^ad, and has 
loft his living, ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir H. Then you are a retailer of his Lordfliip's 
jefts too* 

Dkk. But to meet this Lady, Til fend my 
daughter Fanny. Here flie is. 

Enter Fanny, Jiops Jliorty and makes a kw curtefy. 

Why, Mifs, isn't this your fchool hour? 

Fanny. Yes, papa, but IVe ftept home for a 
book; did you fee my Pleafing Inftmftor? {looks 
about.) 

Dick. My dear, you muft ftep over to the inn 
to receive-: 

Fanny. Lord ! papa, what would our Gover- 
nefs fay if a young Lady of her fchool was feen 
going into an inn ? befides its now my reading 
time ; then I have my embroidery; then I muft 
praSice my mufick ; then fay my French leflbn ; 
then the dancing-mafter ; then, pap a 

\^Exit. courtejjying. Sir Hans bows. 

Dick. I muft not take her ^om her accompliih- 
ments — I'll go, and in my way drbp this parcel 
at my Lud's, a trivial thing, but was I to fend 
it, it would be. Eh, now, Dickins, why didn't 
you come yourfelf, my dear fellovv ? always hap- 
py to fee you. Muft call, my Lord may think 
I'm getting proud, pride is fo contemptible. 

Sir H. So it is, I defpifc it at this moment. 
^^ ^Dick. Well, good bye. 

Sir H. Devil's in your good bye ! Introduce 
^ me now to Lord Torretidel. 

2)ick. Why, I don't know, hi* Lordftiip fup- 
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ports vaft dignity ; but never mind, tho* he is ve- 
ry difficult of accefs, Tli introduce you, for my 
Lud fays, Dickins, I'll be glad to fee fome of 
your people ; from my refpeft to you, you may 
command any fervice— never mind their aukward 
want of breeding, if known to you. Sir Hans> 
1*11 prefent you to my Lud; expeft to fee all the 
importance of genuine old nobility; yet I'm of 
that confequence with him, that once prefented by 
me, his Lordfhip and you are hand and glove* 

[Exeunf. 



SCENE 11. 



A Cbsmier, in Lord Torrendel's 

£»/^r lx)RD ToRRENDEL, ^7wi L'CEiLLET, adjufi- 

ing his drefs. 

Lord Tor. Then you think, L'CEillct, Lady 
Tprrendel is ftill in Cumberland. She is too 
good a wife — I ufe her ill- 

VCEillet. Oui ! mais, mi Lor, dat be de fautc 
of la nature, vich did give your Lorlhip confti- 
tution galante, amoureufe 

Lord r(?r. No interruption from my wife here, 
ha, ha, ha ! good deception this of mine> to make 
her believe I'm at Lifbon for the re-cftabliflimcttt 
of my health 5 never was better in my life ! 

VCEillet. Your Lordfhip be robuftc commc 
cHerculej vid your fpindle Ihank, {afide) 

Lord Tor. Lady Torrendel, among the lakes, 
little imagines that I am retir'd hither tp thisfccnc 

of 
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of darling plcafures 5 a doubt to me if Ihc even 
knows Tve ftill a feat in this part of the country. 
She is truly artiiablc, her mind ftored with tvcry 
delicate refinement, and for pprfonal charms has 
few fuperiors > I like people ffaould know fo fine a 
woman chofe me; — yes, (he feems the only per- 
fon unconfcious of her fhining qualities; but I 
cannot help my irrefiftible penchant for variety, 
{ringing wUbeut) I'm not at home; ekccpt it is the 
little girij Dickins's daughter Fanny ! isn't her 
name Fanny ? an abfolute Cherub ! 

VCEillet. Ah ! oui milor— -Fanny Dickins, Fan- 
ny Cherub ! 

Lord Tor. fiut living beauty cannot banifh the 
fwcet remembrance of Emily Woodbine. If her 
father hadn't difinherited her for coming ofFwith 
me, and adopted his neice, I fhou'dn't now be 
troubled with this profligate boy of her's, this 
Lcr^ Arthur, as he calls himfelf — prefumes as if 
my fon in real wedlock. My fitting him out for 
the Indies was doing very handfome for a chance 
child. 

VCEillet. Milor, I did vid money, you give 
me, furnifli him fuperbement for voyage de mer; 
but he did ipake fuch a fabat afFreux in de fhip^ 
dat he vas turn'd out — [ajide) fo I did tell you ; 
but your money I have fnug dans ma poche. 

Lord Tor. He's well enough, I hear, as to his 
perfon. 

VCEillet. Oui ! il eft fait a peindre, Timagc 
of your lordlhip! 

Lord Tor. But mad ! I'm abfolutcly afraid of 
him. 

VCEillet. Milor, here come de pretty girl. 

Lord Tor. L'CEillet ! how do I look this morn- 
ing ? candid now ! I always like the truth. 

c 2 ' VCEillet. 
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VCEilUt. Den, en veritc, milor, you look 
not abovr fifty, the' you are a quarter paft. 

Lord Tor. Fifty! L'CEillec you are exceedingly 
coarfc. 

Enter Fanny. 

Ha, my charmer! 

Fanny. Ton my word. Sir, my Lord I mean, 
if you talk that way to mei I won't conrie here any 
more ; I didn't know you were in the room, or I 
fhouldn't have come in I aflure you. Sir, my Lord 
I mean. 

L](Eillet. . Ah, petite badine. Mamfelle Fanny 
come purpofe to fee my Lor. 

Fanny. Monfieur, how can you fay that. 
^ Lord Tor. Do now, my love, declare and make 
me happy. 

Fanny. Then I only came becaufc ■ 

Lord Tor. What, my angel ? 

VCEillet. Ah, pourquoi ? 

Fanny. Becaufe papa fays its a boyifli pfay, an'd 
all the rooms in our houfe are fo fmall, and you've 
fuch a fine long gallery here, and Jenny the houfe- 
keeper's daughter is fo fmart at—he 1 he ! he ! 
Xproduces battledores.) , 

-£»/^r Thomas, with a parcel. 







UCEillet. (JnatMng it.) Va ten! (pij?:es him 



Lord Tor. {breaks it open.) Oh, fome begging 
petition. How! my Lady Torrendel's hand! 
jL'CEillet Jo you read, an^d write fome confiftent 
anfwers -, date the letters from Lifbon as ufual.. 

VCEilliU 
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UCEHltt. Wile you, milor, play dfe raquette 
vid Mifs Fanny. 

Fanny. What ! can yau play, Sir, my Lord I 
mean ? 

Lord Tor. {qfide!) To win a girl one muft 
comply with all her childilh follies. ( To VCEiU 
let) Say the fprain's not better — can't lift my 
arm — and allthat^ {takes a battledore.) 

Fanny. Ca'n't lift your arm! you fiourUh it 
finely. Sir ; my Lord I mean. 

Lord Tor. Come, my love, {they play) 

VCEiUet. Ah! bien-r-trcs tien ! 

\EKit. admiring. 

Enter Die kins, and Sir Hans, who ftand 

amazed. 

• 

Fanny. Oh ! my Lord, what a rare old beau 
the King won'd think you now, and if my papa 
was to fee me — oh ! {feeing Dickens., runs, he Jlops 
her) 

' Dick. So, this is your *^ Pleafing Inftruc- 
tor." 

Sir H. The dignity of ** genuine old nobi- 
lity 1" 

Lord Tor. Ah^ hem ! what. Sir ? 

DicL I beg your Lordlhip's pardon, but I 
brought a parcel, and am come up to fave your 
L^ordfhip's coming down. 

I^rd Tor. Impudent intrufion this ! 

Dick. Mifs, you ftep over to the Swan Inn 
to receive a young ladyjuft arrived from London 

• — g^* 

Fanny. Lord, Papa ! — give my battledores to 

Jenny, {apart to Lord Torrendel; goes to do$r, 

turns i makes a low court efeyy and exit gravely.) 

SirH. 
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Sk H. How finely (he holds up her head. 

Dick. All the good (he's got at the boarding 
fchool. 

Lord Tor. Once you make free with thefe kind 
of people. 

S& H. The deviPs in your ftrutting! why 
don't you prefent me ? 

Dick. Oh, true, my Lord give me leave to 
ihtrodijce — 

Lord Tor. Ah ! hey ! L'CEillet ! {calls and exit. 
Die kins Jiands confufed) 

SirH. Dickins, fince I have been intro- 
duced by you, his Lordftiip and I are hand 
and glove, ha, ha, ha ! 

Dick. Get druhk with a man over night, 
and in the morning its 

SirU. Ah! hey! 'L'CEillet! {mimicks) 

Dick. Hem ! \Exit. 

Sir-H. Stop, my Lord ca'n't do without 
you. 

« 
Entet' L'CEillet hajlily. 

V(Eillet. Mon dieu ! vere be my Lord to tell 
him of dis beauty lady (lop at de Inn ? 

Sir Hans. I fee the valet's the prime favourite 
after all. {ajide) Mpnfieur, pleafe to accept — * 
{gives money.) 

L'CEillet. Qu'eft que c'eft ? vat's dis ? 

«S/r H. 'Tis — you are fo civil. 

L'CEillet. Ah! je vous entends — to. make me 
civil. 

SirH. Sir? {Bows and exit. 

L'CEillet. Two guinea! very polite ! he vant 
ma Intereft. In his Lordfliip's fervice 1 have 
been but four year, yet have fav'd two thoufand 

guinea 3 
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giiinea ; the guinea flow to my coffer in many 
channel. My I. or fancy watch-trinket/ to pre- 
fent as decoy to Lady, I buy at ten guinea, 
charge him twenty. I wink at de tradefman's 
bill, ven paid he flip me de guinea: — if tenant 
want leafe renewed, I fpeak to my Lor, tenant 
nie donne the guinea. De maitre tink we be 
dere fervants, but when we have got into de 
love-fecret, pardi! den de maitre become fcr^ 
vant to de valet de chambre- lEmt^ 



SCENE III. 



wrf Room m an Inn, 



Enter Landlady, introducing Augusta. 
Landlady. This way madam. [Exit. 

£»/tfr Fanny, 

Fanny. How d'ye do, Ma*am, after your jour- 
ney? 

Aupifia. Tolerably well, Mifs — but, pray, who 
am I to thank for this obliging enquiry? 

Fanny. Why, Mifs, a'n't you the great heirefs, 
Mifs Augufl:a Woodbine, Sir Hans Burgefe ex^ 
pe£ted down here from London ? 

Augufta. Where is the good old gentleman ? 

Fanny ^ He good J brought papa upon me juflt 
now ] he, he^ he ! I was caught — but pray don't 
you young Ladies in London fometimes play at 
jgxuttlecock ? 

Augnfia. 
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Augufta. Ha, ha, ha! why, Mifs, you are rery 
agreeable— what a fimple thing ! {qfid^) but, 
how came you to know, or expeQ: me ? 
Fanny, Papa fent me to receive you. 
Augufta, I didn't know Sir Hans had a daughter 
— Mift Burgefs I prefume. 

Fanny. He^ he, he ! no ! no ! I am not Mifs, 
but I may be Mrs. Burgefs, for young George 
is quite piartial to me ; there he*s now gone on 
bis travels round Brighton, and Battle, and Haf- 
tings. Sandwich, and Margate, and Ramsgate. 
My dear foul, George Burgefs is a very fine 
creature, I affure you. 

Augufta. I ca'n't doubt his tafte, Mifs, when I 
underftand he's an admirer of your's. 

Fanny. Ah ! now I fee the difference between 
.you and us down here. You are a true Lady, 
and we are only conceited figures, and fo I'll 
tell all the Ladies in our fchool, and 1 don't care 
if my iFrench teacher hears me too. 'Pon my 
honour, with all my finery, I'm but a ftiabby 
genteel. 

£«/^ Die KINS. 

Dick. If my fcheme of letting down our 
young heirefs, can bring about a match with 
Sir Hans's Son George, by agreement I touch 
the handfome prefent. 

Fanny. La, papa 1 why don't you fpeak to th^ 
young Lady ? 

JD/rit. Welcome, Mifs! {nods fannliarly .) 

Augufia. Sir, {courtejies) I wifh fomebody would 
call my fervant. {going) 

Fanny. Mifs, I'll run. 

Dick. 
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Vick. Stop. Now to let lier down, {afide) 
Mifs, I've difcharged your fervant. 

Augujia. How, Sir ! 

Dick. And, my dear, inftcad of attendance 
on yourfclf, you muft learn to attend on others, 
my dear. , 

Augujia. Sir! very odd and fnyfterious^ this 
brutal treatment^ — \pftde) — my guardian lives 
but a few miles — the carriage ready 1 {going) 

Dick. Never mind, my dear, you'll be able 
to walk as far as you've to go; you can waJk! 
(abruptly) 

Augufta. What can be the meaning ! 

Dick. A word, Mifs \ you have been brought 
up with the idea of a great fortune. Smoke 1 
your uncle has made a fecond will, and bequeathed 
all his property to a — fome Mr. Jackfon, or Mr. 
Johnfon, no matter who. 

Augufta. I don't know who you are. Sir, but 
if acquainted in my affairs/ furely by my uncle's 
will I am ■ ' 

Dick. A man's /^ will is the clincher, tho' 
he had made fifty before ; you are left a trifling 
legacy, and a handfome education, fo muft now 
battle it out for yourfelf. 

Fanny. I could cry for her misfortune, if I 
wasn't glad at its making us more equal. Be- 
fore, I admir'di but now I (hall love her, 
dearly. 

Dick. My generofity is fuch, that at Sir 
Hans's requeft, FU take you into my houfe to 
be governefs to my daughter Fanny, here. 

Augujia. Can this be poffible? 

Fanny y Then I'm to leave fchool ! (joy/ulfy) 

Dick. You fhall have my protcdion, you 
may<iine at my table when wc have no parti - 

VOL.1. D X colar 
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cular company. No occafion to acquaint you, 
my dear, of my property and fortune — firft 
fafliion. {looks at his watch) My Lord may 
now have called at my houfe ! but let him call 
again! 

Enter J OHSy with a large Bag. 

John. Here, Sir Hans*s man fays you fold him 
better moift fugar for 6d. a pound. 

Hick. Get you gone, you rafcal ! {fujbes him 
out) 

Fanny. La, papa, why don't you mind the 
bufinefs of the (hop ? 

Dickens. Hem ! yes, I want a governcfs for my 
daughter. What fay you Mifs ? 

Augufta. Sir, I am a friendlefs orphan ; no 
alternative — but fuch an afylum! {afide^ and 
weeps) 

Dick. Come, young Lady, don't be caft 
down. 

Augufia. I am furprifed — perhaps concerned % 
but the profpcft of riches gave mc little plea« 
fure in the rcfleftion that I was to pofTefs what 
belonged to an unfortunate relative ; the unfor- 
giving fpirit of her obdurate parent took the 
birth-right from his own lamented daughter, 
caft down! I could be happy, was 1 fure my 
uncle*s wealth would devolve on the offspring 
of his child's offence; the poor youth, who 
may at this moment be a wretched outcaft, 
difown'd by an unprincipled father, and no in- 
heritance, but his mother's (hame. 

Dick. Why, a babe was, I heard, the con- 
fequencc of your Coufin's flipi a boy — this 

young 
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i 
young mad Arthur D'Aumerle, {afide) but, dear, 

nobody knows any thing of the bantling ; it may 
be dead or drowned, or — well, but, Mifs> what 
think ye ? 

Augufta. Sir, I accept your offer. 
' Dick. Now, I fliali have you under my own 
eye, no more playing fhutdecocks with Lords— 
but, how are you qualified for this office ? what 
is your idea of the duties, in bringing up a young 
i^oman? 

Augufta. Sir, by the mouth of a parent (he. 
receives admonition from Heaven itfelfi and 
-when he commits that charge to another, it is 
indeed facred. The care of youth is an ardu- 
ous, and delicate truft of confidence, and honor; 
I look upon truth, cleanlinefs, and frugality, to 
be the firfl: principles in a lady's ^ education. 
They prefer vc to her mind, perfon, and means, 
purity, health, and independence of obligation, 
which latter thro' the devious paths of her future 
life, to the unfufpeding female, is often the 
concealed adder, for the deftrudion of her inno7 
cence. 

Dick. She fet out pretty well about my hea- 
venly authority, and my delicate mouth ; but for 
her concealed adders — {ajide) well, in truth, my 
dear, your quondam guardian, bid me break this 
affair in a rough way, to lower your fpirit to your 
fituation; but it's my intention to treat you 
with kindnefs and refped. {ajide) This will 
do me no harm, when fhe finds fhc has Jiill the 
fi>rtiine. ' 

D 2 Enter 
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Enter L'CEillet. 

LCEilkt. Vraiment oui ! here is de charmantc 
inconnue for milor ; {afide) and Mifs Fanny ! 
ah !* ha ! {with freedom) 

Dick. And Mifs Fanny's pa ! pa ! {inter^ 
fofing) Monfieur — ^you want now, 1 fuppofe, to 
engage my daughter in a match of cricket ; but 
you (hall get all the notches on your pate. 

L'CEHlet. Non ! [\4onfieur, I did come vid 
milor's compliments — ^you ride cavalcade vid hina 
dis morning, 

Dick. What! after his afFroncing me ! 

LCEillet. Affront pah ! votre interet. 

Dickens. True 1 intercft is the gold-bcater's 
leaf, for my wounded pride. Come, Mifs, be 
chearful ; vou'U dine with us— dinner on tabic 
at fix. 

Fanny. Why, papa, we always dine at one. 

Dick. Fanny, to amufe you, will fhew you 
our town here. 

VCEillet. I vill Ihow de Lady de town. 
{iowing) 

Dick. (Bowing) Don't you believe it. 
After you, s'il vous plait, Monfieur. 

[Exil, with VCEillet^ 

Fanny. Yts^ papa, I'll take Mifs Augufta to 
the cathedral, the play-houfe, and fhambles, the 
bead- market, 'and afrembly-room, and (he (hall 
fee the fine gallery of piftures, in my Lord's caf- 
tie too. 

TimoHn. {JVitbout) Give me my own big" 
bottle of old claret, in my own fifl. 

Fanny. 




— w. - . ^. 
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F/i»»y. A man ! oh ! Lord ! I muft take care 
of my govcrncfs. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Timolin, with wine and glafsy and Land* 

lady. 

Timolin. Puppies ! but they couldn't read in 
my face, that I was gentleman to a Lord, 

Landlady. Here, porters, fetch up his Lord- 
fhip*s, and the Gentleman's trunks, let Dick and 
Tom Oftler give a help ; take care how you turn 
the flairs. 

Enter Waiter, with two f mall bundles. 

ft 

Waiter. Here ,Ma'am, js the luggage. 

Landlady. And call for claret! (ajide) Your 
mailer, Sir, is- ? 

Timolin. The Honorable Lord Arthur D'Au- 
merlc. 

Landlady. The Honorable Lord 

[^Exit with Waiter. 

Timolin, {taking papers out of his pocket). I 
hope my Lord w'on't find out, that I collefted all 
thefe tradefmen's bills, which he ran up in Lon- 
don; he'd never have thought of them himfelf. 
This claret is neat — fince he did call for it, I may 
as well drink it; for he has run out of the houfe. 
If his father, this Lord Tdrrendel wo'n't do feme- 
thing, no going back to London, for us ! 

Enter Waitzr. 

Waiter. Sir, the other gentleman is calling for 
you, and making a great noife. 

TtmoUm 
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^imolin. Noife! aye, that's quite himfelfl 
Then, Sir, this gentleman will wait on that gen- 
tleman, and that may happen to fave all the bot* 
ties and glaffes in your houfe. 

Waiter. He has juft taken lodgings, at the 
jewellers over the way. 
. Timolin. What may the price be ? 
' PFaiter. I think, they let them at three guineas 
a week; 

Ttmolin. (Whijiksy Waiter flares) Don't be 
frightened, it's only a little new tune I was hum- 
ming. 

Waiter. Sir, he defires his luggage to be 
brought to him. ( Ttmolin ajhamed^ looking at the 
bundles y whiftles) Sir ! 

Ttmolin. What's the matter with you now ? 
luggage ! have you good ftrong porters here, and 
a big cart ? 

Waiter. For what, Sir ? 

Timolin. For — hem! only Sir — I'm afraid our 
luggage will break down the landlady's ftair-cafe. 
*^ And there was three travellers — travellers 
three." [Exeunt. Timolin^Jingingm 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

Before Lord Torrendbl's 
Enter Lord Torrendel. 

/ 

« 

Lord Torrendel, 

Wo, the phaeton : {calling off) I may fee this lit- 
dc girl in the evening, and after an hour on horfe- 
back 5 my limbs, not quite fo fupple, appear ra- 
ther older than fuch a yo«ng creature fhould think 
one 5 but, true — I alked this Dickins to ride out 
with me to-day. One fhould hold thefe fort of 
people at arm's leagth, till we want to turn them 
into fome ufe. 

Enter Timolin, who takes papers from bis pockety 
andthrufts them into Lord Torrbndel'j band. 

Timolin. There ! now you have the whole kit of 
them. 

Lord Tor. Who are you, Sir? what's all this? 
bills ! 

Timolin. Yes, and by my foul they're not bank 
bills, and that's the worft of them s and, they're 

not 



14. LIFE'S VAGARffiS; 

9 

not play bills, and that's the beft of. them; for 
there's not a gaming debt in the whole clutter. 

Lord Tor. But, friend, you ihould have deli- 
vered them to my banker, Mr. Dickins. 

Timolin. A banker ! heil give me the money ! 
(joyfully) by finding you fo good, oh ! how you've 
disappointed mc. (going) 

Lord Tor. Stop! {looks at hills) ** Lord Torren- 
del, debtor, for goods delivered to Lord Arthur j'* 
who is Lord Arthur D'Aumerle ? 

Timolin. Now don't be in a paflion, why, I am 
his fervant. 

Lord Tor. But who is he himfelf ? 

Timolin. Come^ be aify my Lord, don't go to 
pretend to know nothing of your own child. 

Lord Tor. How dare any fellow affume ■ ■ 
Lord Arthur ! 

Timolin. He has the honor of being your fbn. 

Lord Tor. 'Tis falfe, 

Timolin. Well, he has no honor in being your 
fon, — Will that content you. 

Lord Tor. A rafcal ! run about, contraft debts, 
fend in his bills to me ! I won't pay a ihilling to 
fave him from perdition. 

Timolin. Perdition ! fome new-fafhion'd name 
for thfc King's Bench. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Mv Lord, am I to faddle the chefnut 
mare for Mr. Dickins ? he infifts upon having it. 
. Lord Tor.. Yes, yes, fcoundrel! {walks). 

Groom. She coft your Lordfhip two hundred 
guineas; he's a bad rider, and if ihe fhould get 
a»y hurt— rr- 

Urd Tor. 
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Lard for. Don't trouble mc with your quarrels. 

[Exit Groom. 

Ttntolin. Refufe his child a few pounds, a bit of 
beef, a: feather bed, and a hat and a pair of (hoes, 
or fo ; yet mounts a Mr. Dickins on a horfe coft 
100 guineas ! ' 

Lord Tor. Can't keep within the allowance that 

I. 

• Timolin. What allowance, My Lord ? 

Lord Tor. An extravagant 

Timolin. He is extravagant 5 wicked; he's a 
devil ! but, it's all your fault, my Lord, as a fa- 
ther; not noticing and bringing him up with a 
fenfe of duty to himfelf and his neighbours. Call 
to mind how you loved his mother, and inveigled 
her from her friends, tho* you wasn't married to 
the poor unhappy lady, that doesn't make the 
child's little finger a bit lefs your fon. - 

• Lord Tor. Emily ! (takes^ out his jiurfej for her 
dear fake — -^ 

Timolin. Then bleflSngs on you ! befides. Lord 
Arthur is fuch a gay— — - 

Lord Tor. Lord Arthur again ! not a guinea ! 

Timolin. And as like your lordfhip as a fpright- 
ly young buck is like— -an auld Ihamblinff ba- 
boon, (afide) 

Lord Tor. I know nothing about him. 

Timolin. Thefe they call gallantries, to bring 
a living creature into the world and then leave 
him like a wild bead to prey upon fociety. {Lord 
Torrendel walks about enraged -^ Timolin following.^ 
Now, my Lord', only fee him. 

Lord Tor. Begone. 

Timolin^ I'll tell you what — ^you'll drive him def« 
pcrate ; he'll do feme hellifli thing or other j heTl 
commit a fuicide upon either himfelf w me, for, 

VOL. !♦ E when 
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when once he thinks any thing, he inimcdiatcly 
does it, without thinking at all about it. 

Lord Tor. Harkye, you fcoundrel ! if I hear of 
your lord Arthur, or yourfelf, being feen about 
my door, Pll have you taken up. 

Timolin. Well, a fmall man taken up, does*nt 
cut fuch a pitiful figure, as a great man taken 
down* [Exit. 

Lord Tor. This eternal moment! 

\^Exit dijiurbed. 

£/;/^r DiCKiNS, drejfed in an uniform of Hunt y and 

John. 

Dickifis. Yes, John, I think Tm very well 
equipped to ride out with my lord. 

John. Well, fir, you had a hundred guineas fee 
with me,, and the day may yet come, for my crof- 
fing a hunter. 

Dickins. It may, John^ when I was 'prentice in 
Barbican, and like the houfe dog, flept in the 
fhop; promifed the watchman a pint, to roufc 
me, to go to the Eafter Eppiiig Hunt; five a 
clock and a fine morning ! thump comes the pole 
againft the Ibop door; tingle, tingle, goes the 
little bell behind it; up ftaits me, from my bed 
under the counter ; on with my buckflcin and 
jemmy jacket \ jumps into my two boots i mounts 
my three and fixpenny nag ; but, firfl: I put my 
fpurs in my pocket ; hey off we go, thro' Hack- 
ney, Hammerton — I faw the flag once, but then 
heard the hounds all the way ; find I've a Ihort 
and a long ftirrup : difmount to put them even $ 
forgetting to buckle the girt,' down comes me, and 
the faddle at-top of me j by this I was flung out; but 
to prove I was in at the death, prefents my kind 

' miftrcfi 
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miftrefs with a piece of the (lag's horn, which 
horn fhe gives her hufband for a tobacco ftoppcr, 
with ah my dear hubby, I wifli you were as good 
a fportfman as your 'prentice Tony Dickins, ah 
he's the fmart fellow, ha ! ha ! ha ! and fo I was, 
and dem it fo I ani ftill. — John you needn't 
wait dinner, I fliall dine with Torrendel. 

[£a:// ^ohn. 
Sir Hans! curfe it, I can't be plagued with fuch 
a filly old fool now» 

Enter Sir Hans. 

5/r /y. Hollo, Dickins! fo you have fcen my 
ward, Mifs Augufta. 

Dickins. Yes, yes, I have humbled her rarely, 
but pray don't delay me now, I'm engaged to ride 
out with my lord, I, and Torrendel, may firlt 
take a turn or two down the Street, arm in arm, 
right fide, fo don't hide the ftar ! my dear Hans 
don't flop to talk to nr.e i if you've people with 
you, and you fhould bow, I'll return it. 

Re-enter Lord Torrendel. 

Lord Tor. Call himfelf my fon ; keep fervants 
coo. 

Dickins. Well, my lord, here I am : whip and 
fpur. 

Urd Tor. Defire the porter not to admit cither 
of them, (calls off) 

Sir H. Not admit either of us I 

Dickins. Poh! hold your tongue, {fujhing 
bim) My lud, I had a little head ache from our 
bout laft night 5 you look vaftly well, but a 
little chwy will do us both good. 

K 2 Lord Tor. 
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Zord Tor. Pray, S^r, what are yob talking 
about ? 

Dickins. Why, my lord, you fcnt for me to — 

Lord Tor. Poh ! poh ! man, I fha'n[t ridie out 
to-day. * [Exit. 

Dickins, Go to the cxpence of drcfDfig! viewed 
by every body in the town, walking out in my 
leathers, and 

Sir H. Why, Sir, you are equipp'd in your 
leathers. 

Dickins. Poh ! poh ! man, I flia'n't ride out to- 
day. [Exit. 

Sir H. And, pray, man, who cares whether you 
ride or walk ? big little nobody ! Til introduce, 
myfelf — Gad's curfc ! i'n't I a Knight, and if I 
can effeft this marriage with Augufta and my 
George » 

4rtbur. {fVithcut) Timolin ! {Enters injlipfers) 
Where's Timolin ? Sir, I afk pardon. My raf- 
eal dare loiter and had only to come and bring me 
a couple of hundred guineas from my father; ViX 
fee my lord myfelf. [rings violently at the gate) 

Sir H. Some young fellow of fafliion ! 

Arthur. Vm run out in flippers j all aflcep 
here. 

Sir H. Yes, Sir, they were at a jovial party laft 
night ; Mr. Dickins told me. 

Arthur, Who ? aye^ my father keeps it up here, 
and I without the price of a bottle. 

Sir H. i^ftde) A little civility might make this 
Gentleman take lodgings at Samphire-hall. 

Arthur. So, I'm not to be let in ! then Til 
have fome of you out. (rings) 

Sir H. Are you in this way, Sir ! ( offering Jnuff-. 
box^ wbifb Arthur dafnes through a v^indow.) the 

devii'^ 
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<jkvH*s in you. Sir ! what fort oi mad trick's that, 
to knock a Gentleman's fnufF-box. [^ExiL 

Enter a Man, with Boots. 

Arthur. Whofe bcx)ts are thefc ? what do you 
aik &)r thefe boots ? ' 

Man. They are bought already. Sir, I'm 
bringing them home to my Lord Torrendel. 

Arthur^ My^ father j (ajide) you could make 
me a pair? 

Man. Certainly, Sir. 

Arthur. Thefe are about my fize. (kicks flippers 
offy and puts on the hoots.) 

Man. Don't put them on. Sir, I can take your 
mcafure. 

Arthur. My dear fellow, why fhould I give you 
that trouble, when here is a pair ready made? that 
fits, now this, the whole world is made up of this, 
that, and t'other, I have this, and that, and t'other 
I don't want^ for two boots will do for me as well 
as fifty. 

Man. Lord, Sir, don't walk about in them, 
his lordftiip wo n't have them. - 

Arthur. A paradox! his lordfbip cannot have 
them, and his Lord(hip has them already. 

Re-enter Sir Hans. 

Sir H. Onlvthe pebble knocked out of the lid! 
never faw fuch a ftrange 

Man. The boocb aie now unfaleable, his lord- 
fhip wo'n't take them off my hands. 

Arthur. Nor off my lordfhip's feet. 

Sir H. hoM ! then I'll pocket ipy broken box. 

Man. They arc two guineas. Sir. 

Arthur. 
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Arthur, (to Sir Hans) Sir^ I beg you a thoufand 
pardons for my inadvertency. 

Sir H. Inadvertency! a man of rank, by not 
knowing what he does. 

Man. We never book fuch trifles. Sir. 

Arthur. Well then fet them down to me, to 
Lord Arthur D'Aumerle ; or, carry the Bill to 
my father J or, Timolin will pay you; or, any 
body will pay you ; or, John Bull will pay you ; 
honcft John pays for all. 

Man. ru fee if the law wo'n't make you pay 
me. [Exit Man. 

Sir H. Sir, I prefume you are Lord Arthur 
D'Aumerle. 

Arthur. Right — who are you ? {afide) oh ! Sir 
Hans Burgefs ! that old fool they were laughing 
at in the mop yonder-^I hear an immenfe cha- 
racter of you. Sir Hans. 

Sir H. Pray, my Lord, what do they fay of 
me ? 

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! what I ca'n't fay to 
your face : that's my father's houfe. 

SirH. Indeed! why we didn't know Lord 
Torrendel ha<J a fon, 

Arthur. He doefn't like my coming about 
him — he afFefts to be thought fo very young, to 
recommend him to the Ladies: you underftand 
me. Sir Hans ? 

Sir H. Not fee you ! he's a very unnatural fa- 
ther. 

Arthur. And yet I'm quite a natural fon. 

Enter Thomas. 

Thomas. Sir, my Lord is very much alarm'd, 

and 
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and begs you will not commit any more outrage, 

or attempt to fee him. 

, Arthur. Did he give the money to my fervant ? 

Thomas. Why, Sir, I did fee his Lordfliips 
purfc 

Arthur. Then he has, my profound duty — 
I afk his pardon, {exit Thomas) He's a tolerable 
father after all — I'll now pay my dcbtrand be a 
man again. 

Sir Hans. I wifti my fon had your fire. 

Arthur. YouVe a fon ? I'll Aiew him how to 
knock your cafli about ! 

Sir Hans. Good morning to you. Sir. (going) 

Arthur. Notfo, Sir Hans! come and breakfaft 
with me. 

Sir Hans. Two o'clock ! Why my dear Sir, I 
broke mv faft fix hours ago. 

Enter Robin Hoofs. 

Robin H, Sir, here bes Squire Miller *s man to 
tell you dinner bes on table. [£x//. 

Arthur. Pftia — come and breakfaft with me. 

Sir Hans. But I'm going to dinner. 

Arthur. Well, you fhall have Hams, Tongues, 
Tea, Coffee, Chocolate, Anchovies, Eggs, and 
Ralhers. Come along ■ * 

Sir Hans. Ha, ha, ha! You hix my humour 
— I'm very wife and cunning — I'd do any thing 
to gee money : but all only to fee my fon make a 
blaze. 

Arthur. Blaze ! a conflagration ! I have a ba- 
chelor's houfe — that is, I lodge at the jeweller's 
yonder s I like to have things about me ^ ['ve or- 
dered in wine's and relifhes — I want your opinion 
of a horfe I've bought juft now. How I'll curve 
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it before noble dad's door ! he (hall fee I can fpend 
his money like a gentleman. 

Sir Hans. What a noble lad, I could never get 
my fon to buy a jack-afs. 

Arthttr. Come, old hock's the word. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IL 

Arthur's lodgings. \New cloaih^ linen^ fuddle^ 

haty £f?f . lying on chairs. 

Enter TiuoLiif. 

Timolin. Oh, melancholy is our new home here. 
Vd wifh to keep up my poor matter's fpirits, but 
he'll fee an empty pocket in my difmal counte- 
nance. If Jiis papa had only given him as much 
as would have taken us back to London — well, 
we have no debts to lay hold on us in this 
town, however — (fee^ the things\ oh thunder and 
zounds ! whats here ; — been ftiopping on the 
ftrength of the expefted money! Ordered in wine 
too ! Oh, ho, then not a cork fhall be drawn 
'till it is paid for, {hocks the cupboard and takes 
the Key, ^ 

Arthur, (without) This way. Sir Hans. Oh, 
very well ma'am ; but where's my fervant? 

Timolin. Bringing company too ! 

Enter a Maid-fervanty with Tea-things y &c. 

Maid. Sh-, your matter is returned, and is 
bringing a gentleman to breakfatt. 
* * 7im^ 
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/ 

Timolin. Infteadof a lictle civil bafonoftea, he 
has brought the whole Bedford CofFee-houfe abouc 
us! 



Enter AniTHVKy and Sir Hans. 

Arthur. Pray Sir, walk in — be fcated — fo 
we've touched ? (joyful) 
timolin. Yes! we fliall be touched, {difmal) 

Arthur* Timolin, my friend here has break- 
faded, fo get Sandwiches, and Old Hock. 

Timatin. Old Hock! I beliieve you're jumping 
out of your leather. 

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! very well, Timolin. 
Sir Hans, that fellow's a treafure: but, when 
he does any thing clever, fuch as bringing a man 
a couple of hundred, it makes him fo pert— • 

Sir H. Yes ! my Lord, when once a fervant 
knows he's an honeft man^^ he begins to be an 
impudent rafcal. 

Timolin. Poh ! what talk's that ! Was the de- 
vil bufy with you. Sir, to fend in all thefe new 
things from the tradefmen ? 

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! very well— -'J'imolin, 
the wine ! Sir Hans, I never drink in a mornings 
dem'd vulgar and unfafhionable; but I know 
you old codgers of Port-fokeii Ward; You're 
a Citizen, Sir Hans, Pve heard of your gillings 
round the Royal Exchange. 

Sir H. Why if I drink in a mocning, it makes 
me ftupid all d^y. 

Aithur. Oh, Sir Han3> impoflible to make 
you ftupid. 

SirH. Sir. {hows) 

Arthur. Come Timolin, ualockt 

VOL. I. J? Tim. 
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« ' 

Thnolin. Indeed I wont. 
Arthur. No! Sir Hans, this is the fecrct hiftory 
of Old Hock, {pointing to the cupboard)' and this 
{touching his leg) is the key to it. {hurjls the door^ 
and brings out ivine.) 

Timolin. Broke open the cupboard — Oh, he*H 
get us both hanged. . * . 

Arthur, Sir Hans, without expedient a man's 
nothing. 

Sir H. You and your fervant, my Lord, put 
one in mind of a couple of ghofts. You are all 
fpirit, and he is no body — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Arthur. Bravo I 

Timolin. My Lord, let me fend thcfe things 
back to the honeft people. 

Arthur. Send yourfelf out of the room. : 

limolin. Only hear ijie. 

Arthur: Pll give you fuch a beating. 

Timolin. Well, fo you do but hear me, beat 
me as long as you like. 

Arthur. Lay the money upon - my bureau and 
go to the devil. {Puts him out) The fellow is 
fo puffed with doing a petty fervice — Give me 
leave to fland Lady, and make tea for yoa. 

Sir H. My Lord, I hope for the honour of ^ 
feeing you down at Samphire Hall, an infant 
fcherae, merely for the health and convenience 
of the gentry in this part of the country. Tve 
converted a naked beech into as commodious a 
fea-bathing place—* 

Arthur. Then your principle objedl is— 

Sir H. The main ocean! 

Arthur. Plha! you want to eftablilh it into a 
fafliion ? its done. Til be feen there upon your 
ftein or efplanadc ;' my phyfician (hall recom- 
mend all his patients from Brompton, and Pad- 

dingtoo) 
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dingdon; a variety of gambling tabbies, ho- 
nourable black legs, and rickety children. 

SirH. I'll defcribe to your Lordihip, exaftly 
this fituatiop of mine. — Here, fuppofe the edge 
of this Tea-board is the beach,, the top of the 
Coj9ee-pot, here rifes the look out— 

Arthur. Yes Sir, this is the pour-out. {Over- 
flaws Sir Hans^s cup.) 

SirH. Then Sir, here's the Sea-^ehl— Pm 
icalded ! 

Arthur. Aye Sir, the fcalding tea. 

Sir H. Thefe cups are one of the Rows of 
Lodging-houfes, this Sugar-bafon, the Chapel 
and my Houfe — 

Arthur. Ycs, yes, the fweeteft place for y our- 
fclf. 

Sir H. The Saucers are too large, to fliew you 
the arrangement of the Machines; but, how- 
ever, fuppofe each of thefe Guineas a Houfe, 
^Takes out bis Furfe^ and arranges Guineas.) 

Arthur. A Guinea a Houfe! very cheap, FU 
bring all my Friends. 

Sir H. Ha ! ha ! ha ! a pleafant joke ! 

Arthur. And hfere's the cream of the jeft. — 
(Bajhis Cream over Sir Hans.) Ha! ha! ha! 
This is a moil fociable Breakfafi. 

^ Re-enter Timolin, with Thomas. 

Tmolin. You told him ! then untcU him ; for 
he won't hear me at all at all. 

Arthur. There again ! then, dam'me ! now 
you fliall bring me fome brawn and ancho- 
vies. 



V. 
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Timolin. Now don't make quite a kifkawn of 
yourfelf. 

Thomas. Sir, I thought when I told you that 

my Lord's purfe 

Arthur. Yes ! I'm grateful for good news, 
here, {puts his hand on his pocket) Not at home- 
all abroad, [fnatches a few guineas from the table, 
and gives them to Thomas.) 

Sir H. But my Lojd, my guineas. 
Arthur. Yes, Sir, a guinea a houfe, neat cot- 
tage, ftable for fix horles, coach-houfe, gardens 
before and behind, pantheon ftoves, Adclphi 
windows, geometrical cork-fcrew ftair-cafe, 
kitchen on ground-floor, and fine profpeft from 
attic ftory. 

Sir H. Bravo ! capital for my advertiferaent. 
Arthur. Here's — I'll reward you. {taking the 
guineas) 

Sir H. Stop, you've given him. lodging-houfes 
enough, here my honed fellow is the look-out 
for you. {gives the Coffee-pot) 

Arthur. Ha, ha, ha! true citizen, (harp look- 
out on the guineas. — Tom. you fliall have a bot- 
tle, {gives him one and places him at table. Timo^ 
lin flares^ then runs to take it from him,) What ! 
don't be quite fo bufy; — fit fl:ill. {to Thomas) 
You march, {pujhes Timolin out). Sir Hans, Ti* 
molin will pay you your guineas. 

Sir H. What a fine model for my fon 1 Come, 
my Lord, Ml give you a patriotic coaft — Here'^ 
fuccefs to all my undertakings. 

Arthur. Patriotic and di(interefl:ed indeed, Sif 
Hans! here's- — 

Thomas. Succefs to my undertakings! 
Arthur. Right, little pigeon — finifti your bot- 
tle by yourfelf, and, if you quarrel with your 

gom^ 
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company, rU kick you both out of the room. 
Have you advertifed this place at Samphire-hall? 

Sir H. I fancy advertifing might make it bet- 
ter known ; for newfpapers are a fort of thing 
that's read. 

jfrtbur. Why, yes, Sir Hans, people do read 
newfpapers; how the deuce did you find out 
that? Come, Til draw you up a flourifhing ad- 
vertifement. 

Sir H. I employed a famous audioneer to draw < 
up one for me. (Jakes a paper and ferufes) Mind 
how he defcribes the beauties — *' To the right, 
the bold cliffs and • high bluflf heads — at the 
foot. Sir Hans has built an elegant ftrait row of 
houfes, called the Grefcent'* — Eh ! that's very 
foolifh. 

Arthur. Why, yes! ypiir crefcent is a little in 
the full moon order, ha, ha, ha ! no no, I'll try 
at it. {gets fen and ink*) 

' f 

£»/^r TiMOLiN, walks about with his arms folded. 

What do you mean by walking in here with your 
executioner's face ? 

Timolin. Well, I didn't run in debt for my 
face. Step m here, all of you. 

Enter feveral Trades-^people. 

ift Af(7;2. Sir, the hdrfe you bought — I'll be 
fatisfied with a draught on Mr. Dickins, our 
banker, for the 50 guineas. 

2d Man. Neil hoours, your goods are unda- 
maged: but, I luiift on bemg paid for my boots. 

Arthur. TimoHn ! 

Timoiin. ,Oh ! 1 know nothing at all about it. 

Arthur. 
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. Arthur. Pay the people this moment 

Timolin. With what? ^ 

Arthur. What! the two hundred my father 
gave you, 

timolin. He didn't give me a Manx rap half- 
penny. 

Arthur. No! why, I thought — ^by Heavens! 
I'll get into the houfe myfelf. 

Sir H. (rijing) Oh ! my Lord, a thought 
• firikes me of great confequence, in the prefent 
cafe. 

Arthur. Well— Sir — quick? 

Sir H. That here, inftead of curlews, he (hould 
have faid fea-guUs. {looking at paper.) 

Arthur. Damn your* fea-guUs, Sir ! fee a no- 
bleman baited, by a parcel of mechanical^— ^ 

Timolin. There's all your goods for you again 
—what more do you want ? {they take up all their 
fever al goods. ) 

Arthur. Every one of you, lay down my pro- 
perty this moment, in the very fpot from whence 
you took it. Til pay you the firft money I re- 
ceive ; but now, begone, or I'll murder you. 

Timolin. Go good people, whatever he fays 
he'll do. 

Thomas. Here's gaiety and innocence! {drinks) 

Arthur* True, it was you who told me firft, 
that the money — I'll make you gay, you inno- 
cent dog. {whips him off) 

Sir H. Oh ! what a model for my fon. (Ar- 
thur gives him ajlroke.) [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

A Gallery in Lord TorrendelV hung with whole 

length Pictures of fVomen. 

Enter I-ord Torrendel, and L'OEillet. 

Lord Tor. So very lovely ? 

UCEillet. ■ Une beaute celefte ! et pjiuvre— 
poor, derfore no danger from relations. So, my 
Lotd, think no more of the rich mechanic Dick-* 
ins's daughter, 

Jjord Tor. Why, their fturdy Citizens may be 
troubleforae ; but you fay this young Lady is 
coming with Fanny to fee my pidures. 

L'CEillet. Oui, my Lor. 

Enter Fat^hy. 

Fanny. This way, Mifs Augufta. 

Lord Tor. L'CEillct! (winks, exit VCEillet.) 
well, you have brought your new friend, to fee 
my paintings \ 

Fanny. Oh yes. Sir, my Lord I mean, but I 
didn't think you'd be in the way. 

Lord Tor. Don't let her be alarmed at my prc- 
fence. 

Fanny. Oh true, I'm not to let out you are a 
Lord ? 

Lord Tor. Fanny ! I fliould like to have your 
pifture here. 

Fantjy. No, my Lord, fure you woudn't? 

LordTor. And you (hall have mine for a locket. 

Fanny. You think me a filly girl, but I know 
enough, never to give tokens, or accept prefents, 

but 
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but from my papa, and one befides, a certain— 
not an old Lord ! but a young man. As my 
new fong fays, 

AIR— 'Fanny. 

Lafles all are fimple. 

So the wife one's fay : 
Caught by blufli or dimple^ 
Who is filly pray ? . 

The ribband, and the ftar. 
One fmile brings on a par. 
With ruftic maid, in her (lockings blue : 
Squeezing the hand^ is the laifes cue. 

For ting, ting, ting, tingi 
I ban dance, and ung. 
{Sup Minuat.) 

II. 

When the boy we fancy 

Jolly comes to woo : 
Lady gay or Nancy. 
All know what to do. 

Tho' mantling cheek denies. 
And language of the eyes. 
When the tongue gives you words unkind. 
Take in her filence the lafTes mind. 

With our tbg, ting, ting, 
I can dance and fing. 
{^ck Step:) 

RC'-enter L'CEillit* 

VCEillet. Here, my Lord, be de beau re Lady. 

Fanny. What a monkey you are, I don't know 
what you mean, by making fo much of my go- 
vernefs. 

Enter Augusta. 

Augujta, Oh, are you here Fanny, the piftures 
in that room are fo fafcinating. 

Lord Tor. 
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Lot J Tor. L'CEillet has good tafte> ihe's a love« 
ly creature i {bows) fei-vant ma'am. 

Augufta. Sir! {curtefies) 

Fanny. Mifs! never mind this old gentlemanj 
he's onlv the houfe ileward. 

Lord Tor. Old ! 

Augufta. {looking round) Somcthii^ in the man- 
ner of the beauties at Hampton Court — true, I've 
been told what he is. 

Fanny. What do they fay of my Lord ? he, he, 
he! (he's going to abufe you. [apart) 

Augufta. Fancy habits, or drawn in their real 
characters ? 

Lord Tor. Both, madam, they are Ladies that 
his Lordfhip's heart has at times been devoted to. 

Augufti. And his Lordftiip, I preflime, has 
flattered himfelf into the idea, that he was at times 
in pofieffion of their hearts. {Lord Torrendel bows.) 

Fanny. Now, what do you bow for ? Mifs wasn't 
fjpeaking of you, Mr. Old Steward. 

Augufta. I was told he's very vain. 

Fanny. Yes! he's quite a conceited figure, and 
as grey as a badger— isn't he, Mr, Old Steward ? 
i^apart) I faid (he'd abufe you. 

Augufta. What a fweet expreffion in that coun«- 
teriance ! {pointing to a piUure) 

Lord Tor. Her lofs, madam, makes a chafm in 
bis Lordfbip's heart, never to be filled but by a 
face, the lovely emblem of this coUefted grqup of 
charms, {bows t§ her) That is Mifs Emily Wood- 
bine. 

Augufta. My coufin ! tlien am I in the houfe of 
her bafc dcftroyer ! 

Lord Tor. What's the matter Madam? 

Augufta. Not much, Sir, I'm not very well. 

VOL. I. Q (^omCi 
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Come, Fanny ! a ftar ! hcavcos ! have I been 
talking to 

Lord Tor. Stay, my divine girl ! , 

Au^tifta. My Lord, it ill becomes my youth, 
and humble life, to offer admonition, where age 
ftiould be thQ monitor of inexperience; and exalt- 
ed rank only illuftripus in virtuous example. The 
veil of delicacy drops between my mind and tongue 
—I cannot fay what I think you : but the bitter 
reproach will yet reach your heart, when your only 
hope lies in pardon for a bad life^ from, perhaps, a 
rtoo late repentance. [^Bxit. 

Fanny. What, has my governefs run away! why 
Mifsl Mifs! [Exit. 

Lord Tor. Her words have peirc'd me— but f 
muft have her — the only being worthy to fupply 
;the place of my loft Emily, aad bamfli all other 
purfuits from my mind y from her good fenfe I (hall 
enjoy rational fociety — and from her beauty— * yes, 
lA'CErllet muft Hniih, what he has fo well begun* 

\Exif. 

Enter Thomas and Robinson. 

Robin/on. But haw can 1 help this crazy Lord's 
getting in. 

Thomas. You never ftrove to help it, you're a 
rarp portscr for a Nobleman 1— Walk away from 
the Lodge leave the door open, and let people in 
that my lord has ordered to be kept out. 
- Robinfon. Well, for my part, I couldn't fee 
that any body had a greater right than a childj 
: to come into his. father's houfe, 

Thomas. A bleffed babe this! he treated me 
with a bottle of wine juft now, but by the Harry 
he made my back day the reckoning. 

Jrfbur. 
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Arthur. (wUbouf) Pack of Icoundrels ! 

Thomas. Aye there he is running from room to 
room. — What a row we (hall have. Til keep out 
of the fcrape however. {ExiL 

Enier Arthur, 

Arthur. Prevent a dutiful fbn from feeing his 
honor'd parent ! where's my father ? 

Robinfon. Why Sir, my Lord is within that's 
certain I Tm the porter, and I'm afraid 1 fhaH 
get at the wrong fide of the door, for letting you 
in. 

Arthur. Indeed J you're not fit for a great man's 
porter — you're too honefl: — when a poor man 
comes tcf his gate, your hand upon the churlifli 
key obeys the voice of pity — begone ! you (hall 
live with me — ^yoti (hall be my Almoner, and dif- 
tribute my whole roafted oxen, and buts of ale— k 
you ihall give away a couple of thoufand a year — 
when I get them— rbut its dangerous for you to 
know mc now. Go. [Exit Robinjon. 

Yes, oh by heaven my father (hall fee me, I'll 
convince him I'm a good boy — and I will be his 
comfort, and, though he commands me to be 
gone, I'll ftay with him to pro^e my obedience. 
What a pity that the omifllon of faying a few 
-words, before I was born, fhould prevent me from 
being lawful heir to this caftle ! perhaps the pride 
of my father ! the darling of the tenants ! favour- 
ite of the neighbours, and friend to the poor ! 
now, a wretched outcaft, (hunned like a favage, 
foe to mankind, and man at enmity with rne ! no 
c(]babli(hment ! profeffion! friend, or charafter, 
no gentle word, no complacent fmile, every 
(onguc is the vehicle of coarfe reproach, and 

6 a every 
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every face meets me with a chilling frown. Oh ! 
my father, where arc you ? (hoks round with 
grief) do not Ihun me. Til kneel, till you fpurn 
me from you — that face ! {looks at a piSlure) it is 
my mother. I heard of his lordfhip's gallery of 
beauties— quite an exhibition for every ftarer : 
but my dear mother (hall no more be dilhonour* 
ed, by making one in this unhappy coUedion— 
no, by heavens! her misfortunes fhall be no 
longer the topic, for the fneering comments of 
vulgarity and ill nature, {lifts the fiSlure down) 
Timolin ! why don't you come up ? Timolin ! 

Enter Lord Torrendel, and L*CEillet* 

Lord Tor. What uproar is this in my houfe ? 

UCEillet. Sacriftie ! by dis meeting milor will 
find out, I did keep all de money, he did give 
me for his fon's fupport^ 

Lord Tor. Have you any bufinefs with me, Sir^ 
who are you ? , 

Arthur, {falls on his knee, and points to piSure) 
Sir, this was my mother. {Lord Torrendel looks 
at bothy puts his handkerchief to his eyes.) 

LCEillet. Diantre! he is foftened, and I am 
ruined — milor, here be Mifs Augufta in Me hall 
ftill. {apart) 

Lord Tor. Begone! (pujhes him off angrily, walks 
flowly and then turns) My fon, the child of Emi- 
ly ! [Exit in great emotion. 

Arthur. This our firft interview fince my in- 
fancy ! my father not to fpeak to me ! now where 
to turn — I think I have — fome honour but I have 
wrong*d the induftrious tradcfmen — what muft 
they think of me ? — fo fanguine in my hopes ! — 
all blafted by this father'^ crucky-^he is cruel, 

thus 
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thus to abandon me to the horrers of contempt^ 
fbamei and poverty. — Many have been banifhed 
their country for what I have done — I deferve it- 
it may come to that. — Diftr^ftion ! Oh! my fa- 
ther, hear, fave me ! — no, no, no ! he's deaf to 
the voice of nature. — Now the ftorm's up, and 
let it blow me as it will. 

Enter Timolim. 

Timolin. Well, and you faw your papa ? (jqy^ 
fully) 

Arthur. Take that pifture to my lodgings- 
farewell father. (Calling off at thefide^ turns tender- 
ly to the fiSure^) Oh ! my mother, (burjls into 
tears) [Exeunt. Timolin with the piifure. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT» 
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ACT IIL 



SCENE I. 



A Street. 



Enter Sir Hans Boh g ess. 



Sir Hans. 

C/RAM a fine dalhing fellow into their prlfons 
for hats and fhoe- buckles! Sha'n't. What a 
bright model this Arthur for my fon George ! yet 
if he had but life and foul to ihew it, George is a 
compleat and finifli'd pattern for moft of our 
young men. I don't know any one thing that 
my boy is not perfeft mafter of, mufic, dancing, 
fencing, languages, a magazine of accomplifti- 
fnents : fet him to country fports, he excels every 
body ; he's as keen as an attorney, has the 
courage of a maftiff, generous as the Man of 
Rofs ! but hang it, all his fhining qualities cloud- 
ed by want of jpirit to dafli ! Oh, if I could but 
fee him a bold free dalher ! 

Enter 
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Enter Robin Hoofs. 

Rohin //. Sir, who fhould pafs mc juft now but 
the young fquire. 

Sir H. What, my fon George whilk'd by you 
in a photon ? a chaife and four ? a tandem ? 

Entir George Burgess. 

George, why, what the devil's this fort of figure? 

George. Sir, how are you ? (calmly) 

Sir H. Spare no expence for you to appear like 
a prince; give you money to flafli in a ihining 
tour, to be hcrp and there, before any body can 
tell where you are, and when 1 expefted you to 
come, tearing up the pavenrlent, in a phaeton ^s 
high as the clouds, over chickens, old women, 
and pigs, all the people jumping out of the way, 
with huzza for the young Squire, here you fneak 
into town, limping like a lame Highlander on a 
march, covered with duft as if you had been danc- 
ing in a cannifter of ScQtch fnufF. 'Sblood, Sir! 
what do you mean by this behaviour ? 

George. Sir, on my leaving home you gave me 
a five hundred pound note, and fix guineas; 
there's your note — I've ftill one pound five and 
fcven-pence in bank, {^touching his pocket.) 

Sir H. Devil's in you and your fcven-pence ! 
I wifh you were both in the ftocks you pitiful cur. 
Damn nw: if I havn't a mind to difinherit you, 
and adopt Robin Hoofs. Robin, go to the Rofe 
inn, and befpeak the befl: dinner they can pro- 
vide for I and George and the gallant Arthur, if 
wc can find him^ \^Exit Rohin H. 

George. 
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George. Why, Sir, I am a little hungry, (takes 
Jometbing from bis pocket. ) 

Sir H. By the Lord ! a Ton of mine knawing a 
cruft in the open ftrcet ! 

George. Sir, as I paid for it at the laft alehoufc 
where I fupp^d 

Sir H. Supp*d at an alehoufe ! 

George. Yes, Sir, a neat little place, fign pf the 
Goat in Boots. 

Sir H. And perhaps fome of my friends, in their 
coaches, faw you ? 

George. Yes, Sir, Lady Beechgrove, and the 
two Mifs Sandfordsi drove by in a coach and 
four; they didn't fee me at firft, but I faluted 
them. 

Sir H. Salute ladies from ^he Goat in Boots ! 
Where did your noble honour dine ? {ironical) 

George. Sat upon the mile-ftone this fide Salif- 
bury. {Sir Hans Jiares.) Sir, I had no occafion 
to Ihut myfelf from the open air, as I had a cou- 
ple of hard eggs in my pocket. 

Sir H. And I fuppofc you brought fait in your 
pocket ? 

George. Yes, Sir, and a penny roll. 

Sir H. His penny roll has choak'd mef and" 
where did your honour take your hotthi {boms 
ironical.) 

George. Trije, Sir, I flipp'd off the bank into 
the river, as I was getting a little water in the 
brim of my hat. 

Sir H. The devil take them that took you out 
again ! 

George. Father, the walking got me an appetite; 
after my rcpaft, I was neither dry nor hungry ; I 
drank no wine^ but then I was free from an head- 
ache. 
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kche, and, without mixing in company, vtiy heart 
was chearful. 

Str H. (ajide) This gay Arthur will make him 
another thing. But Dickins will have the Gon- 
ftables after him, George, you*ll give hie what 
information you Ve picked up in your tour ; how 
they manage their machines and lodging houfes; 
what they do, and what they dqn't do, that I 
may know what I ought to do. 

George. Ca'n't make up that other fix-pence 
—oh ! the halfpenny to the boy for opening the 
gatel 

Sir H Dem the boy ; come polifh yourfelf up 
a little, my ward Mifs Augufta Woodbine's come 
from London, and I've a certain reafon for her 
thiaking well of you. If (he fhould fee you fo — 
{takes an handkerchief , dHd whijks the dufl off)-^ 
Tuch an appearance, by the Lord feems as eafy 
and' fatisfied, as if dreft for ^ ball. Can nothing 
make you aflilmed ? 

George. V\\ take care to do nothing that can 
make me aftiamed. 

Sir H. Here's the Lady— FlI try what effeft 
in accidental meeting may have. Now to know 
what they have done with the gay Arthur ! [Exit^ 

George. I fear Tve loft my clothes brufli. 

£»/rr Fanny. 

Fanny. Blefs me ! where can flie be ? if (he 
has run home, and told papa, I fhall have it in 
Itile. 

George. Fanny ! how do you do, my love ? 

Fannv. My dear George ! when did you 
come ? Lord ! Fm fo glad ' 

George. You look as charming as ever. 
VOL, I. H Fanny. 
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Famy. Thank^ye ; but, upon my word, you 
don't look fo charming. 

George. I fbould make myfelf a little decent. 

Fanny. Then run home, and change your drefs. 

George. Oh, no occafion, I've my clothes- 
brufli in my pocket, (retires, hrujhing bis coat.) 

Enter AvGVST A. 

Fanny. Oh! governefs, I've been running 
about after vou. 

Augujia. "What could induce you to bring me 
into Lord Torrendel's houfe? fure you know 
that he is a very dangerous chafafter. 

Fanny. Lord, its no fuch thing, who could 
have told you that ? his Lordfliip has no more 
pride ! he's not aftiam'd at making one in a game 
of romps, even with his own fervant maids, 

Augufia. Ah, Fanny, when our fuperiors of 
the other fex condefcend to affability, inftead of 
exalting, it is for the purpofe of degiading us to 
a ftate of the moft pitiable humiliation. 

Fanny. Now don't be angry with me. Til in-? 
trod uce you to- 

GEORGE'^advances. 

Augufia, Oh, no more ot your introduftions, 
pray. 

Fanny. I will, tho'; Mift Augufta^ this is— 

Augufia, A Mr. ytiung Steward, I fuppofe. 

Fanny. Ha, ha, ha ! George you don't know 
what we're laughing at* — (apart) Mifs, don't go 
tell him that I play at fhuttlecock with my Lord 
in the great gallery. 

Augufia. A piece of his lordfliip's condefcenfion 

I didn't 
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I didn't know before. My guardian's fon, I pre- 
fume. 

George. The defcription of Mifs Augufta Wood- 
bine falls fhort of what I have the happinefs to 
behold, (bows) 

Fanny. There I told you he was a fmart fellow 
fometimes. Come, George, you (hall be our 
chaperon about the town, but you are an odd-, 
looking beau. 

George. TH attend you on your rambles— Ma- 
dam— -Fanny will you honour my arm. 

[Fawty takes his arm. 

Enter Aktrvr^ 

Arthur. Ha ! odds. Madam, my arm is at 
your fervice. (to Augufta.) 

Augufta. Do you know this Gentleman? (to 
Fanny.} 

Enter a Man with fruit. 

Fa^iy. Lord, true, this is Affembly night. 

Man. Gentlemen, treat the Ladies. 

George. The Ladies don't want — ^fhall we 
walk? 

Arthur. Quite a hound I ha! ncftarines ib ear- 
ly! Madam, {offering fiuit.) 

Man. Six are a guinea. 

Arthur. Ther^ ! (gives money.) 

Augufta^ Oh ! Sir, by no means* 

George. Mifs, an apple— Fanny ! {offering) 

Arthur. Thefe are Angels, not Eves, to be 
tempted by yonr paltry pippins, {knocks them 
^bout.) 

George. Sir, what d'ye mean ? {angry) 

H 2 Enter 
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Enter a JVoman and Child. 

Woman. Good Gentlemen and Ladies, IVe a 
lick hufband lying in prifon. 

George. For debt? what is it? (apart) 

Woman. Above eighteen fliillings. 

George, {loud) Pray go — don't teize people ; 
their diftrefs is only the confequence of idlenefs. 
rd never encourage beggars •-there, go— (|^fc;r^ 
i«o«^^ ^/^^r/.) plaguing one. 

Woman. Sir, it's a guinea ! 

George. Well, don't trouble one now. (loud) 
Get your hufband out of prifon, and comfort 
your child, {apari ; Jings carelefsly^ and putf them off.) 

Jugujla. What's this? 

Fanny. Blefs you, governcfs, he is aJways do- 
ing thefe kitid of things. He'd grudge himfelf a 
penny cheefecake, yet maintains and clothes 
half the poor round ; he's king of a fmall ifland 
near his father's feat^ who is fuch a ftingy old 
curmudgeon. 

Arthur. What a pitiful fcoundrel am I. My 
guinea neftarinea, and little peniur-worth , of 
pippins, with the benevolent heart or a god! 'Sir> 
if I dare beg the honour of your acquaintaiice— 
I haven^t a card, but I'm over at 

George. Sir, Til put<down your addrefs; {takes 
out his pencil) points broke (Jakes out pen-knife) 
cutting it away— wuftes-^(^«/i up htk) Oh, Sir, 
riJ remember. 

Fanny. What fignifies your bowing -there? 
come and pay fonie attention to me. 
\ Arthur, {looking at Augufta.) How charming! 
what a block am I, talking half an hour to a 
lady, and<neverl0ok.atherl 

Augufta, 
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Augnfia. Fanny, we muft be walking towards 
your papa's, 

Fanny. But you hav*n't feen our ball-room 
here, 

Arthur. Ball-room ! Ladies^ do you know I'm 
a moft capital dancing-mafter ? harkye, my 
worthy friend, a word. 

George. Oh ! Sir, as many as you ['pleafe. 

\Exeunt. 

Fanny. Lord! that rattle there has dragged 
George up into the Affembly-room \ I hope its 
aot to fight — if be goes to fight, George will 
kill him. {a fiddle heard above. ^ That's he! Iknow 
his fvveet little finger. 

Augufia. What an aftoniihing refemblance ! 
Fanny, did you ever fee any likenefs of this 
ftrange gentleman? 

Fanny. Ah 1 the image of Mifs Woodbine's 
pi^ure ! its Lord Torrendel's great boy. 

Augufta. The neglefted fon of my unhappy 
coufin ! 

Enter Timolin. 

Timolin. To drive him in forrow from his 
doors t my poor mafter now is funk in grief and 
woe. 

Arthur, {without) Bravo !^ [enters finging) La* 
dies, 'pon my word, ray friend is an excellent 
ftick; his refpefts to you, Mifs, and my moft 
humble adoration to you. Madam, we'll have a 
little dance above. 

Aigufia. Oh, Sir ! no, no ! come Fanny. - 

Fanny. Lud! it would be fine fun, governefs 

don't you fee how cloudy it gets j I'm fure there 

will be alhower, and if I walk thro' the rain, y«ou, 

as my governefs, ought to be very angry with oie. 

» ' Arthur. 
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Arthur. fyCy Ma'am, wou'd you fpoil your 
drefs ? we (hall have a dalhing ftiower. - 

l^Fanry holds oUt her batid^ 

Augufta. No, indeed! come Fanny. 

Arthur. You, Sir, where's niy mother? 

Timolin. With your father. I left the pi6hire 
in the porter's lodge ; for the Frenchman has 
turn'd away the porter for letting you in. 

Arthur. Go back, and bring it to my lodgings, 
or ril maffacrc you. {a fiddle heard without) we'll 
be with you, boy. 

Fanny. But, Sir, as that young man plays, 
Where's my partner ? 

Arthur. I'll whilUe, fing, arid dance, all in' ia 
breath, {futs an arm round each, and runs f/r.) 

Timolin. {whiftles) A pity that Chriftians hav'n'c 
a laughing and crying fide to their faces ; for in a 
comfortable fit of forrow, up ftarts fomcthing to 
give us an he, he, he! and when the mouth's 
Opened for a grin, up goes the finger in the eye 
with an ho, ho, ho 1— but my face mull take the 
humour and fortunes of my mafter; in the road of 
life the fmall muft follow the great, and that's the 
feafon the big coach-wheel runs after the little 
one. {^Exit. 



SCENE 11. 

* ' mrm. 

Enter Lahdlady, introducing Lady Torrendel, 

and Miss Clare. 

Landlady. Won't you pleafe to reft. Ma'am ? 
Jjidy Tor. I thank you, but fo long (hut up in 
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a carriage, one fliould.reft walking* Mifs Clare, 
will you be fo kind as to aik the footman if IVe 
left ^y m^morandumrbook in the coach ? (exit 
Mi/s Clare) Some handfome tquipages about 
here! have you many gentry in the town ? 

landlady. Oh, yes Ma'am, we've a Lord, and 
Knight:! and a power of Squires. 

Reenter Miss Clakz. 




}fs Clare. Here, Ma'am, is the book. 
Lacty Tor. Oh ! I thank you. 
Landlady » VW haften the horfes. \Exii. 

Lady Tor. My Lord had a feat in this part of 
the country, and I think a banking agent of his 
lives ^ this tqwp, {looks in the book) Mr. Dickins, 
yes, very true. 

^^s Clarf. This fcems a charming place, my 
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Tor. It is! I wifli niy Lord hadn't part- 
ed wii^ it I the caftlc and its delightful environs 
wcrer the tranquil fcenes of my mod happy 
hours ! after marriage our firft years were pafs*'d 
here, and tho' there was title on his fide, and 
great wealth on mine, yet ours was not a match 
of faihion ! neither ambition on my part, or (I 
think) avarice on his ; very young to be fure, 
but then I was a little i^iloiapherf tho' bred in 
the full brilliant cer.tainty Qf:cvery dazzling joy 
that riches cou'd beftow, yet my fight was 
proof againft the glare of fplendor. . My Lord 
was gay, accompHfli'd, and the generofity of a 
youthful mind repeird all idea of advantage 19 
our union. 

Mifs Clare. Ah, Madam! aHy Gentleman muft 
think Jiiijifelf poflefs'd of wery advantage ip a 
pnion with your L^dyihip, 

Lady 
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exit cottfufed. Enter Mifs Clare j picks them up and 
prefents.) 

Lady Tor. {opening one) Separate himfelf from 
me by fuch a complicated feries of invention, 
and by fallacious accounts of his ill-health, keep 
me in perpetual uneafinefs ! cruel man! make 
me believe he had fold his eftate here, yet re- 
tain it only for the bafe purpofe of converting a 
fpot (that brings to my mind the fweet recollec- 
tion of delight, and innocence) into a contami- 
nated retreat for licentious, guilty, fordid plea- 
fures! you charged the coachman not to mention 
who I am ? but I fear that now is too late. 

Mifs Clare. No, Ma'am, for his own difcre- 
tion fuggefted the neceifity of (hat, before I men-* 
tioned it tohim. 

Lady Tor. Do you think too, if the people of 
this houfe know it, I can engage them to keep . 
my arrival a fccret. 

Mifs Clare. The woman promifes that^ for tho* 
my Lord fpends fo much money, he*s no fa- 
vourite in the town, from the knowledge of bis 
ill ufage to your Ladyfliip. 

Lady Tor. I wouldn't have him defpifed; but 
how to gain full and certain proofs ? to put be- 
yond all doubt his. motive for fecreting himfelf 
here? 

Miji Clare. So far I have taken the liberty of 
anticipating your Ladyfhip's wi0i. I have afk'd 
Martha 

Lady Tor. My good friend ! a thoufand thanks! 
I'm charm'd with your aeal. Yes, it is my wifh; 
what ! Martha will convey me privately into the 
Caftle ? delightful ! I think none of his fervants 
know me here, but his French Secretary* Write 
to me by a fervant ! n9t open my Letters ! un- 
kind 1 



V 



OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 59 

kind ! ungrateful ! but then, to fteal upon him, 
it's afeverc trial — Vm faint ! but I muft fummon 
fortitude! they 11 fee Pvc been weeping ; come — 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE IIIj 

A Parlour in Dickins's; large Books lying on the 

table. 

Enter Jowtif and Tradesmen. 

John. Step in, only flop a moment, my maf- 
ter will be in diredtly, and take all your infor- 
mations. You know I can do nothing in it. 

£Exit. 

I ft Man. The' young Gentleman is though t- 
lefs and wild, but I believers there not much 
harm in him. 

2d Man. I don't think I can find in my heart 
to profecute, if the affair is likely to afied his 
life. 

3d Man. He's but a bad one I fear, yet I'd 
not hang a man for all the boots I'm worth. 

Enter Dickins. 

Dick, So, the Lady has got into the Cafile* 
flie'll trim his gay lordfliip— yes, (he has ftole a 
march upon him — ^he (ha'n't hear of it from me. 
Oh what curtain leftures, perhaps a divorce, 
then' maybe he'll marry my Fanny, (a/ide) A 
pretty bufinefs this young buck—' 

dd Man. If he can raife the money to pay me 
I don't wi(h to hurt him. 

Dick. 
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Dick. Pay you, oh ! I (hall lofe my fees ! (a/tdi) 
You felfifh man, would you compound a felony \ 
Some revenge upon the father, to have the great 
family-name of D*Aumerle down in a Mittimus. 

Enter Constable, 

Fellow, whcre's youj: prisoner ? 

Conji. Pleafe your worihip, he be dauncing— 
he defired me to gi' you this bit of paper. 

Dick. I fend you for 4 thief, and you bring 
me a bit of paper! — he be dauncing! (reads) 
" Lord Arthur D' Aumerle'i compliments to Juf- 
tice Dickins, is now engaged with fome Ladies, 
but aftqr another dance will wait upon"— ^dance 1 

Conji. Yez, there bes young Squire Burgefs 
got fiddling, and Mifs Faijny, they he jigging it 
up rarely.. 

Dick. My daughter! is this the firft leffon 
from her new Governels ! but you ftupid fcoun- . 
drel, I fupppfe you took a bribe. 

ConJi. Noa, Sir, I only took Half-a-crown. 

Dick. How dare you, only a Conftable, med- 
dle with the Juftice's bufinels. A notorious of- 
fender ; charged with crimes of life and death ! 
he come! no! he'll abfcpnd — -we iha'n'C fee hira 
in a hurry. 

Arthur, (without) I want the Juftice! 

Dick. Why, that's he, but you find ^o Juftice 
here (qfide) 1 muft examine the culprit in form ; 
you, lirrah! John, what are you about in the 
Ihop, when I want you in my office? weighing 
raifins and pepper; down with the fcalcs and 
balance, and bring my great books, and my 
ink-ttand, aye 1 and Til take my chocolate here. 

{Cho^ 
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{Chocolate^ efr. brought in-, Dickins places hooks ^ puts 
onwigt and fits. \Exit Conftable. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arthur. Pve fipifti'd our Coranto in a quick 
fiep, and, with a kifs hand to the Ladies, have 
flown to receive your commands. 

Bich {afide) Now, is this folly, impudence, 
caurage, or generofity ? 

Arthur. Upon the information of the butter'd 
muffins, Juftic6 Dickins, I prefume-pr— (^/j , on 
the tahle^ and eats.) 

Dick. Sir, upon the information of the Conf- 
table, a great rogue I prefume — but 'pon honor 
I didn't exped: you, 

Arthur. Oh! then Sir, your mod obedient I 
{going) 

Dick. Stop ! flop ! is this the man that took 
your goods ? 

Trade/man. Yes ! 

Dick. Enough ! write his mittimus— you all 
profecute; what's your name Mr. 

jirtbur. Lord Arthur D'Aumerle, 

Dick. Alias Duke of Dunftable, alias Captain, 
alias Major* 

Arthur. Was my father ftill in the army, Td 
have enlifted a common foldier in his own regi- 
ment — then the world might have faid, there's 
Lord TorrendePs fon carrying a knapfack — but 
DOW let it fay, a parent fuflers his child to lie in 
prifon for the neceffaries pf life. C ou'dn't you 
carry me to gaol by the caftle ? 

D/Vi:. Conftable, you have my authority, take 

him. 

Enter 
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Enter Sir Hans, 

Sir H. No man in England (hall take him. 
My prince of bold aftions, what are they going 
to do with you ? 

Dick. ConduA him to prifon ! 

Sir H. ril bail him- 

Arthur. Pray be quiet. Sir. 

Sir H. I wo'n't de quiet. Sir. 

Dick. But, here's an afl'ault and battery — npiuft 
be bound over to keep the peace for a year and 
a quarter — no, a year and a day. 

Sir H. I'll anfwer for him ! aye, two thoufand 
pounds! there's my name; fill up the inftru- 
ment. (Jigns) 

Dick. Oh ! very well : he'll fave his neck, and 
you'll lofe your money— let him out now, and 
catch him again if you can. 

Arthur. Does your little rafcally foul conceive 
I'd let a friend fufFer for an act of benevolence, 
and to myfelf? No! human laws may punilh 
other crimes j but, let the hotteft bolt of hea- 
ven ftrike ingratitude. 

TimoUn. (without) Sweet Mr. Conftable, 'pon 
my falvation I didn't — 

Re-enter Constable, with Tjmolin (prijoner). 

Conft. Meafter, here he's an accomplifli. 
Timolin. I'm not accomplifli'd, I'm quite a bog 
trotter, (^crying) 

Conjl. The pifture that was robb'd out o f 
Dickins. What, you found it upon him ? 
Conji. Upon his very head. 
Dick. You notorious criminal I 

timolin. 
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Timolin, My roaftef to be jumping about with 

Ladies, and leave me oh ! my dear Sir 

fruns to Arthur. Trade/men whifper; Timclin^ 
pointing to Sir Hans) did he! then plaife your^ 
iiODOur, will you be bound bail for me too? 

Sir H. For you! pardon me. 

limolin. No, Sir! afk them to pardon me. 

Enter George. 

George. Mr. Dickins, Vm making up a fmall 
fum, — there was change coming to me yefterday 
when I bought the half-pound of Six- (hilling 
Souchong, V\\ thank you for it, it was nine- 
pence. 

Dick. Confound your nine- pence. Sir, come 
into Court for your nine-pence. 

Sir H. And burn your Souchong. 

Arthur. Come, Come, my fuper-excellent 
friends, you fhould know each other. — I have 
not the honor of knowing your name. Sir, but 
give me leave to introduce you to Sir Hans Bur- 
geft, an exceeding worthy Gentleman, who ha» 
a fon, a mean fpirited young foaken lot that gets 
tipfey with water ,and dines on bread and cheefc 
at the Goat in Boots. — Sir Hans, thisi^ Mr.—- — 
however, he has a foul to relieve poor Debtors 
out of prifon, yet has a father, the very devil of 
an •• old avaricious Curmudgeon.'* 

George. Now, Sir, Give me leave to introduce 
my father, — {^pointing to Sir Hans) 

Sir H. My Lord, My Son, {prefenting George) 

Arthur. Eh ! (furprtfed and confujed) 

George. Oh, my friend, where's the fine pifture 
I faw on your head, {to Timolin.) 

Dick. There he faw it on his head, — Swear it. 
{toGeorgej 

Sir fu 
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Sir H. Get along you rafcal, an Informer too. 
{^pujhes him off.) 

Dick. Take away your prifoner, 

Arthur. V\\ bail my fervant. 

Dick. You! a rare (hadow ? ah F friend, I 
know you. Thanks to the noble Lord Torren- 
dePs gallantries, we've twenty fuch Lords cut- 
ting cabbages, and drudging for oyfters, down 
s^t Sandgate Ifland — but becaufe your mother 
had a pretty face, a great fortune, and no vir« 
tue — — 

Arthur. Throw a reieftion on my honoured 
parent ! defame the facred memory of the dead 
— the only univerfal epitaph (hould be obli- 
vion to the frailties of humanity ! — lil murder 
him, by heavens! 

Timolin. No occafion to fwear, you've faid it, 
and you'll do it. 

Sir H. Hold ! the devil's in you •, break the 
peace, and I lofe my two thoufand pounds. 

Arthur. True, my dear friend.— oh ! I burn 
with fury — but your Wdrlhip's wig can't fwear 
a battery, {twirls it) There's Burn's Juftice, 
Blackftone, and Coke upon Littleton, {knocks 
books about) Come along, Timolin, 

Timo/in. Mafter, ftay for me — take me-— 

Sir H. Oh! what a bright model for my foa 
George' 

[Exeunt all, Coriflable with l*imolin. 



END OF ACT THE THIRD. 
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A C T IV. 



SCENE I. 

An antique Room in Lord TdRRENDEL's 
Enter Constable, and L*CEillet, fujhing in Ti- 

MOLIN. 



L'CEltLET. 

There, you ftay faft, coquin ! fuch audace — 
of robbery, take furniture and pidures out of 
my Lor's houfe ! 

Timolin. Pm more guilty than my Matter, as 
the receiver is worfe than the thief. 

Con^: Who is your mafter, the receiver? 
fpeak ! 

Timolin. Friend, you may take me for a robber, 
if you will; but you (han't prove me an in- 
former, becaufe I've a regard lor my charader. 

LCEiUet. Stay there till we find Mr. Dickin, 
de juilice, to fend you to jail; be merry with 
that table and chair j forry to difgrace — make a 

voi. I. K brown 
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brown bear of my chamber — there fit and fing 
— « de charge is prepared, de lawyers are met.'* 

[Exit Jinging. 
Timolin. I wifli they had crammed me into a 
jail at once, and not thruft fmt into this difmal 
top of a caftle. Oh did my poor mother evor 
think that, before I died» I fhould get my&lf 
hanged for a thief ? Lard Arthur ! Lord Ar- 
thur! unlucky was the day that Mr, Felix Ti-, 
molin hired to be yourfcrvant man/ {looks at 
the table) Her e*s letters and papers, fcribble fcrab- 
ble, eh ! why, this is my Lord's own hand I re- 
member it by one of his Franli^s — " To Monfieur 
L'CEillet," What does he write to his ifervants; 
but what's all this to me; no way to get out of 
window, may be in this clofet. [Retires. 

Enter at a private door^ Lady Torrendel, and 

NIartha. 

Martha, [furprifed) Why, I vow my Lady, this 
is the valet's room, and none of us ever knew 
this door to it. 

Lady Tor. I think, Martha, I remember the 
caftle better than you, who have lived in it fo 
long. Out of that door there's a ftair-cafe to 
my Lord's dreffing-room, where I'll wait till he 
comes in. I'd wim to know a little more before 
I fee him. Rather mean this lurking about and 
tampering with fervants — but no hope of re- 
claiming him, esicept he's certain I know what 
then will be out of his power to deny* {ajide) 
My Lord rode out you fay ; feemed difcompofed ? 
well, not a word that I'm here, — [Exit Martha) 
this houfe feems all wild, no regularity, peace, 
or the con; forts of a home, but the gratification 

Qf 
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of palSons which reafon and nature nowfhould 
fubdne, reconciles him to inquietude, meannefs, 
and diflionour. So, this room no)V belongs to 
his vile agent ! it was formerly put to a better 
per pofe-^— this is the very room that I converted 
into a fchool for the poor infant ruftics. Here the 
young mind was trained to virtue and induftry 
^-i-here now, are, perhaps, plans laid to corrupt 
and deftroy the fweec rofe of innocence! £h, 
who's here! 

Re-enter Timolin. 

Thnolin. No, looks into a deep court. Oh, 
I'm very high up, they've double locked the 
door, {trying it) Oh dear ! oh dear ! {fits) 

Lady Tor. Dos*nt feem one of the family ! 
{ajide) 

TimoHn. This letter, from my Lord to Moa- 
fieur, Fve a flrongcuriofity to fee. 

Lady Tor. How ! as Vm here on a voyage of 
difcovery, the fight of that might prep^are me 
better for this dreaded interview with my Lord. 

TimoHn* It's ungenerous to look into another 
man's letter, only I'd like to fee the taftieft mode 
of writing. I'm told its not the fafhion now to 
crofs the t's, and. put little tittles on the i's ; no 
harm to fee that fure — {reads) ** The fight of 
tliis boy has troubled me exceedingly !'* — Boy ! 
oh, that's my maftcr; {reading) " Probably, I 
Iban't be home before evening, but if you can 
contrive to get Augufta into your power, the 
better. She may be brought down to Sandgate 
ifland"— Oh, here's villany ! here's villany ! 

K t Lady 
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Lady Tor. (ajidi) Some poor intended viflimt 
My coming at fuch a time is highly fortunate. 

Timolin (reads), ** Pray have an eye upon 
that Arthur's ill-looking Irifhman" — Ob, that 
crowns his rogueries — ** No harm to keep Au- 
gufta under lock and key.*' Til keep this proof 
of their wickcdnefs, and if they talk of hanging 
me for a bit of an old pidure, 111 bring it out 
to their fhabby red faces— ill looking Iriflinian. 
(feej Lady Ter.) What! then they have locked 
you up ? you moft unhappy beautiful foul. 

Lady Tor. He takes me for the prefent objed 
ofpurfuit! by giving into this miftake, I n»y 
difcaver fome more of my hufband's atcbievc-i 
ments. \aftde) Are you his Lordlhip's emtflary? 

Ttmdin. I, Mifs ! I defpife fuch doings; 

Lady Tor. I believe it j your face ^eaks ho- 
nefty. 

Timolin. Then it fpeaks truth, and the devil 
hirofelf flian*t make it tell a lie. 

Lady Tor. But, who are you ? 

Timolin. My inaftef is his Lordfhip's fon that'* 
at this inftant ihifting about, and can't get abeef^ 
fteak without venturing his neck for it. 

Lady Tor. True—- Martha told me of this un- 
happy deftitute youth— Oh, hufband ! falfe to 
me, and unnaturally cruel to the oflFspring of 
your follies, 

Timolin. Mifs, rilaflbre you, Lord Arthur is 
as brave a little boy— - 

L^dy Tor. And bears his forlorn ft ate with 
meeknefs and refignation ? 

Timolin. Oh yes, Mifs, he's as meek and gene- 
tic — ah, hem 1 

Lady Tor. [ajide). Poor youth, he has a fa^ 

ther, and yet an orphan! Then he ihall find a 

' ^ friend 
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friend in me — though not mine, he bdongs to 
th6 fttan I ftill love ! but to continue this deccp- 
tioii— cotf'd you contrive any means for mc to 
fly this manfion t>f iliame and ruin? {amtfe with'- 
out) 

TimoHn. Offer to touch her, and, by the 
mighty powers of heaven, Til flay you. {/natches 
uf^ a chair). 
^Lady Tor. Ah ! (runs in. The door burji vpen.) 

. Enter Arthur. 

Arthur. Sufier me to perifli, and imprifon my 
faithful fquire for his attachment! Put your 
arms a*kimbo, firrah, ftump down thofe great 
ftaff s wifth your hat on, and let me fee who dares 
fquint at you— —Oh! that lovely divine Au- 
gufta! 

Timoiin. What! then you Ve feen her. Sir— • 
[winks y and points of where Lady Torrendel went !) 

Arthur. What do you (land winking and 
making fac6s there, firrah ? come out. 

Timoiin. But there's fomebody elft loek'd up. 

Arthur. Kidn up your4egs boldly, no matter 
whofc fliins are in the way. 

Timoiin. But, Sir — 

Arthur. By'r leave there for Mr. Tiraolin. 

{Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A Street. 
Enter Sir Hans, and George. 

Sir. //.Aye! and well George? {pyful) 

Ceorfjn 
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Giorj^t. We bad a dance, Sir. 
. SirH. As if he had faid w$ had a funeraL 
*SbloQd ! man, fay— we had a dance, (capers) 
Arthur was mafter of the ceremonies^— you 
IhuiHed it away ? eh, boy ? 

George. Yes, Sir, I was'nt afraid to fhuffle, for 
I had my thick walking (hoe$ on. 

Sir H. Shoes ! affes' hoofs! I believe they're 
half aq inch thick. 

George. Sir, they're near an inch. (^^^) I muft 
fee if the poor woman has releafcd her bufband. 

Sir H. George, then 'twas you rafp'd up the 
fiddle for; them ? 

George. Yes, Sir, fo we had no fiddler to pay. 

Str H. PIha ! I'd hire Handel's anniverfary 
band to fee you dance the Cameronian Kant 
with Augufta. This fcheme of leaving her at 
Urge wo'nt do- — Ihe'Il be fnapt up. Gad, yon- 
der ihe is — I muft clench this bufinefs. \Vhy 
do you put on that difmal lopk, firrah ? 

George. I was thinking, father, of the cruelty 
in keeping people in piifon for fmall debts above 
a twelvemonth however ; liberty's fo fwect, 
they'd purchafe it if in their pow^r, if not, hard 
to punifha man for only being unfortunate. 

Sir H. Here comes Mifs Augufta, Devil's .in 
your thick foal'd flioes ! ' 

Enter Augusta, md Fanny. 

Augujla. .That man certainly whifpered fome- 
thing difagreeable that caufed the abrupt depar- 
tpre of J^ord Arthur. 

'Fanny- Dear no, he's a very civil foul, why 
^tv^as papa's cpnftable. Oh if here is'nt George. 

Sir H. Your waiftcoat's buttoned all crooked 

'—no 
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'-—no powder in your hair — by the lord ! you fook 
like the dutonao. {apart) Well Mifs, bow do 
you like your new iituation ?— -ftop, I watrt to 
fpeak to you. 

Fanny. Stop, he wants to fpeak to us— how do 
you do, George ? 

Sir H. Ha ! very free with George ! (ajide) 
Mifs Woodbine, I've your good at heart. Your 
uncle's whim, in taking his fortune from you, 
makes you an objeft of compaffian. 

Augufta. Many would rather be aa objeft of 
envy— -but, to my thinking, an humble ftate is 
preferable to affluence, built upon the rums of 
unmerited ad verfity. 

Sir H. {aftde) Made for each other! George, 
to her in her own way — out with your iiand- 
kerchief, and cry for the poor debtors, {^part) 
My fon; Mifs is fo happy to fee — to be with 
you— 

Fanny. Happy to fee her ? but I'm fure its no 
fuch thing. 

Sir H. f^e cxpreffed gi'eat joy at your coming 
fo opportunely; 

George. Opportunely indeed ! {looking at his 
flocking) Mifs, coiiid you lend me a needle and 
thread? 

Sir H. Go along, fortune ! I'll bind you ap- 
prentice to a t ay lor. 

Augujla. You're happy, Sir, la having a fon of 
fomuch frugality for his years. 

6/r U. Frugal ma'am ! he's the moft extrava- 
gant— 

Fanny. I fee now he only wmts them to like 
pach other ; I muft prevent this. 

Wr //. Why, look now, with his coat over 

his 
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his knuckles ; he has on lace ruffles at three guU 
neas a pair. Pull down your ruffles, {pulls 
George's wrijibands down) by the lord ! he has got 
into a hopfack. What have you done with all 
the fine linen and lace I fent you ? 

George. The lace was too fine for ufe — but 
the Holland made foft child-bed linen for a 
poor curate's wife. 

Sir H. Yes, madam, the bifliop's lady was the 
good woman in the ftraw. He is very frolick-» 
fome — it's a ihame for you to be fuch a buck. 

Fanny. Mife, George is no buck ! he's a mere 
milk fop, an't you George ? 

Sir H. Get away you little devil, who wants 
your prate, (apart) Mifs, we'll conceal your lofs of 
fortune from my fon — he's fo proud — ^fee how he 
throws his head about, (apart) George, with Au- 
gufta's cafli, you can do fuch pretty charities ! Son, 
this lady is worth one hundred thoufand pounds. 

Fanny. George, flie's only my governefs, and 
as poor — borrowed five {hillings from me juft 
now to releafe her box from the waggon — ^fay 
you^did. (apart to Augufta) 

Sir H. Get along you little bufy thing, (apart 
to Fat3ny) You know, ma'am, you're an immenfe 
fortune. 

Augufta. Sir, I am neither ambitious of com- 
paffion or ridicule. 

SirH. George, never mind — flie's very rich. 

Augufta. Oh no. Sir ! 

Sir H. Madam, you're a Jew. 

Fanny. My governefs is not a Jew, fhe has 
more religon than the bifliop. 

Sir H. The devif's in me, if I don't • make 
your father pull your ears! Mifs, my fon has 

a moft 



V 




OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 73 

a moft liberal mind, a fdul of magnifiGent extra* 
vagance. 

George. Madam, my faffier is only jefting. 

Fanny. True, George, now that's very good, 
of you. Sir Hans is always making his fun of 
fcvery iody. 

Sir H. Overthrowing my whole fcheme. 
(ajide) Hop home you little magpie ! (to Fanny) 

George. Madam, be affured, I efte^m cecononny 
the firft virtue. 

Sir H. Then the devil's in j6n both ! but it's 
you, you prating monkey, has done it alt ; you, 
you rafcal, with your occonomy and affes' hoofs, 
trufFdoxvn to Sampfliire Hall; and you, Mifs, 
ftalk with your poverty to Mr. Dickins, the 
banker's. 

George. Madam, your hunable fervant ! {bows 
and exit) 

Sir H. Civil fcoundrel ! Tome mad gander will 
tuck her and her* fortune under his wing, and fly 
off to* Gretna Green. 

Fanny. George fent down to the rocks, oh I 
oh ! then I know where iomebody will go. {ajide) 
Sir Hans, your moft obedient, good morning to 
you. Sir ! (curtjys and exit) 

Sir H. Oh very polite Ma'am, but I wifhyou 
had dropt your curtfy half an hour ago. 

jdugujia. {looking out) The forlorn thoughtlefs 
Arthur ! Sir, tell me — is Mifs Woodbine's fon my 
uncle's >heir? then why not inftantly extricate 
him, from the embarraffing perplexities that muft 
end in his deftruclion. 

Sir H. What fon ? {locking out) The gay Ar- 
thur ! true, Lord Torrendel's ; {ajtde) oh oh ! I 
fufpedl there's love here — this was her dancing 

VOL. I. j^ partner 
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partner. My dear, as to aflfe^lion and all that, 
this Arthur.—— 

Augujla. Sir, I am only interefted for him, pa 
account of my coufin Woodbine. 

Sir H. Right ! for his heart is engaged to a 
girl — he told me all over a glafs of hock. {Augujia^ 
agitated) {afide) Yes ! Ihe likes him— then, in 
one word, Mifs Augufta, my dear. Til not part 
with you, till I fee you and my fon fairly cou- 
pled. 

Arthur, (without) Sir Hans ! (enters) 

Sir H. Yes, Sir ! paft three, (exit with Au^ 
gujla) ^ 

Arthur. Paft three! Don't much like his 
avoiding me, and taking the lady. His bail- 
bond may keep me from limbo — but muftn't rolj 
me of paradife either. 

Enter Timolin. 

Run, firrah, after Mifs Augufta, and * 

Timolin. Back again to your father's ? 

Arthur. You will perfift, we left Augufta there ; 
{tears a leaf from his pocket-book^ and writes with 
pencil) if 1 can but obtain the love of this charm-^ 
ing girl, fhe*s fo beautiful, elegant — but then, 
very modeft ; I muft engage her affedlions — Tir 
molin, run with this letter, 

Timolin. With what ? 

Arthur. Stop to alk queftions with your hows 
and whats — run,^ take this letter to the young 
lady. 

Timolin. I'll give no letters to ladies. Do you' 
want, Sir, to carry on your father's profligate 
rigmarols? but you don't make a French Moun- 

feey 
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feer of me — for the fpirit of Mn Timolid is a peg 
above that, I aflure you. 

Arthur. Walk back, if you pleafe, into Caftle 
(^od. 

Timolin. Then 'pon my word, I won't. 

Arthur. How ! do you objeft to go into prifoa 
when I defire you ? begone ! I difcharge you. 

Timolin. Oh ! Sir, I difcharge my (elf, and 
there's a receipt for my wages, [fnaps his fingers) 
Pd hazard my life, to procure you what you 
might again repay— but, helping you to take the 
innocence you can never return, is beneath the 
foul of Mr. Felix Timolin. [jEv// 

Arthur. Pve loft him. I had no conception of 
this mighty Irifli honour of his brave foul. He 
has had moral, from his ruftic parent in his mud 
cabin ; but, I never knew a father's kind precept 
or good example. 

Enter Coachm ah ^ furveys Arthur at a dijiance. 

What does this fellow eye me for. 

Coachman. My lady fent me to know his per- 
fon — yes J that's he, very well. \Exit* 

Arthur. You're no Coachman, my friend, 
you're a bailiflF-*-they take all difguifes. {Exit. 



SCENE III. 

A Walk near Lord TorrendeVs 

Enter L'QEillet. 

VCEilUt, To divert mi Lor from dc thpught 

of 
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of dis tapagi^ur fon of his, I muft get oflFMifs Au- 
gufta for him -, but, to fee more of this letter 
jof inftrudipn, (feeling his pockets) eh ! oh ! I 
have left it on tne table in my room — Thooias 
have bxjrrow Sir Haps's Uvery to carry^ her fliam 
meffage; but if dere be danger, we yet want 
fomc ilrong, able, defperate 

JE«/^r TiMOLiN, melancholy. 

Timolin. I couldbe contented with one dinner 

in three days, becaufe it's a thing I've pradis'd 

, with fome fuccefs — but, my poor dear mafter 

DCEillet. Oh 1 you be got out, where I did lock 
yoa- 

Timolin. Here, lock me up again ; for now 
IVe loft my matter, I don't care where I aiti^ 

DCEiilet. I fuppofe you be not overcharged vid 
money, and I take it you be fripoji — in your cha- 
tafter, roguery be the leading feature. 

'Timolin. I judge that your nofe is your lead- 
ing feature — fo I take it. {advancing) I, a rogue \ 
produce a propf that I'm one. 

DQSillet. Here be a ftirling proof. {Jhews money.) 

Timolin. So, becaufe youVe money, you've a 
right to call a poor man out of his name. 

DCEillet. (gives it) Dere now, call me out of 
my name. 

Timolin. (looking at if) Then, you>re an ho- 
neft man and a genteel noble lad. If I can find 
my lord, this will carry us back to town, (going) 

DCEillet. Arrete ! dat is for fervice you vill 

do me, {looking out) Milor ! go ! dat footman 

-vill tell you vat it be. Beiides, more inward, if 

you (hould be tak^^n up again for little peccadil- 

loz, milor's intereft vill releafe you. Allez ! 

Tim^ 
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TimoJin. Paid for doing good before hand \ 
We gold and a clear confqience, two compa- 
nions that are feldom together now a day's. 

[ExiL 

Enter Lord Torrendel. 

Lord Tor. That fellow of Arthur's ftill lurking 
about here! 

L'CE///^/, Arthur's fervant • pefte! quelle bal- 
lourdife 1 I have made fine confidante in my 
Lor's fcheme. {aftde) 

Lord Tor. I hope you havnt let this aflFair go 
further than thofe already concerned? 

VCEillet. Oh ! no, my Lord ! if he knew I had 
employed this Irifhman, I am undonq. [ajidc) 

Lord Tor. You've warned the porter how he 
admits them again ? 

L'CEillet. Ah, my Lor, he vill find hard to 
admit himfelf. 

Lord Tor. L'Qiillet, I've improved upon your 
plan. Thomas's being in Sir Hans's livery may 
not be fufficient to perfuade Augufta, that ihe 
is really fet for by him — now if you could bor- 
row Sir Hans's poll chaife, that would effeftually 
rcmovje fufpicion — make any excufe, hc'il be glad 
to oblige me. 

DCEillet^ Here I go for Sir Hans's coach to 
carry off Mifs Augulta, and have fet Thomas and 
de Irifhman to take her off vid horfes. {aftde) 

Lord Tor. Why, you don't feem over hearty 
in the caufe now ? 

L'CEHiet. Oh! I'm devote to your Lorfliip's 
fervicc. 

Lord 
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Lord Tor. Once wheedled into the carriage, i 
pretext is foon found to get her to Sandgate 
Ifland. 

DCEillet. Ah ! mais ceft que ceft excellent ca ! 

Lord Tor. About it now — I fliall be there be- 
fore you, [Exit. 

VCEillet. Pardi ! dis is lucky — for now I vill 
do it myfelf. I vifh tho' I cou'd meet vid dis 
maroufle, to hinder him meddle in de aflFair-— 
dat malheureux Irifh tief vill do me fome mif- 
chief. \EmL 



SCENE IV. 



A Road. 



Enter Timolin, ^;/c/ Thomas, in Sir Hans's L/- 

very. 

Timolin. Well, Mr. Thomas, I know all your 
plan, now youVe told me. So here you've 
borrowed Sir Hans's livery from one of his fer- 
vants, and you're to go and tell Mifs Augufta, 
he has fent you for her — but, as you may be a 
cowardly kind of a chap, the Mounfeer has bid 
me affift you with my tight bit of an arm. Hulh! 
here flie comes. 

Thomas. I thought Ihe was a little girl juft 
left fchool. 

Timolin. I don't know, whether (he goes^ to 
fchool or no — but, this is the very Mifs Au^ 
gufta, that was locked up in the caftle with 

me. 
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me. {afide) Oh ! Til make a neat example of ye 
all. \}^^y retire^ 

Writer Lady Torrendel, and Coachman. 

"Lady 'Tor. My mind is in a ftate of the moft 
tormenting fblicitude ! I wi(h I knew where to 
find this young lady, and apprize her of my 
Lord's defigns. Whether to return and wait for 
him ? 1 dread the interview, unkind upbraiding 
often fhakes the very bafis of aflFedion. Yet I 
know he'll endeavour, by fome artful evafion, 
to flip from my charge, except I can bring it to 
a full conviction — but firft to afFofd this poor 
young man afliftance. 

^imolin. Young man ! that mufl: be me-^flie 
faw I was in diftrefs. {afide) 

Lady Tor. Deliver this to him, without letting 
him know who it comes from, {gives a pockets 
book to Coachman) [ilxit Coachman. 

Timolin. Stop ! I'm here. 

Lady Tor. Oh, his fervant. 

Timolin. Now, this goodnefs to me, has de- 
termined me, in what 1 was resolved upon j to 
fave her from all danger, {pfide) 

luady Tor. Perhaps I may now learn, who this 
young lady is. 

Timolin. (to Thomas) Go you, and ftay with 
your horfes — FU deliver the meffage to her my- 
ielf. 

Thomas. But you're not in Sir Hans's livery 
—It wo'n't take, apart) 

Timolin. How d'ye do, Mifs Augufta? 

Lady Tor. {afide) My trufty champion's mif- 
taking me for her, I find, continues. 

Thomas. Mifs, your guardian, Sir Hans Bur-, 

eefs* 
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gefs, hopes for your company down at Sam- 
phire-hall— he has fent horfes. 

Timolin. TU whifper a few words, that fliall 
bring her direftly. Harkye, Mifs ! don't go, 
this is a rogue, that wants to coax you again in- 
to the moufe-trap. (apart to Lady Torrendel) 

Lady Tor. You miftake — ^I'm not the perfon. 
{to^ Thomas) 

Timolin. That's a good thought to deny your- 
felf— rU fecond it, (apart) — are you fure you 
never faw Mifs Augufta before tit^^f ? 

Thomas. Not I. 

Timolin. Then this is xidt flie— ^fo go about 
your bufinefi, 

Thomas. What ! 

Timolin. He wants to inveigle you, to Lord 
Torrendel. (apart) 

Lady Tor. Indeed ! this is charming, as I fup- 
pofed ! the mod lucky opportunity to do good, 
prevent evil, fave the innocent from ruin, and 
overwhelm the guilty in the blufliing (hame of 
his own bafe intentions, {afide) I was apprehen- 
sive of fome error — ^you've brought horfes you 
fay — very well, I'U-^wait on my guardian, {to 
Thomas.) [Timolin Jlares, and whiftks, 

Thomas. Then you are Mifs Augufta. Why, 
what did you meanjuft now by faying it was 
not. {to Timolin) 

Lady Tor. Yes, yes, you're right enough. 
. Timolin. If they take you for a Lady, that 
will fly oflF to an old libertine, they're right 
enough indeed ; but I was wrong, when I thought 
you a bit of an angel. 

Lady Tor. Come, f^oing) 

Timolin. A word, ma'am ! your intentions juft 
now about tne, were good-— but, fince you give 

yoqr- 
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yourfelf up to this old reprobate, I fcorn your 
afliftance, and if a Itttle turn of virtue, ihould 
ever make you repent of your nonfenfe, don't 
exped: any defence from the foul of Mr. Ti- 
molin. 

Lady Tor. Heavens ! I leave a fhocking im- 
preffion on the ndind of this worthy creature. 
(ajidc) Well, well, we Ihall find a time to clear 
my charafter. [^Exit with Thomas. 

Timolin. An old rotten potatoe for your cha- 
rafter ! bye and bye, when you're feen flourifh- 
ing in curricles, with a different gallant every 
day, fiuck up at your elbow, you'll ftill be chat- 
tering about your charader, to all the turnpike- 
men. 

Enter Arthur, {hqftily). 

Arthur. Yes! it is a bailiff — he's at my heels. 
Timolin, do you fee any door open ? ftand in 
that fpot, you fcoundrel. 

Timolin, Oh Sir ! if any more of thofe compli- 
ments pafs between you and me, it's a tofs up 
who's to pay them. 

Arthur. If he don't touch me, it's no caption. 

Timolin. He's returning with the money, the 
gay Mifs gave him for me. 

Re-enter Coachman^ 

Coachman: Fve had a good chace after you, 
Sir. 
Arthur. Attempt to give me the tip, and- 



Coachman, (taking papers from his packet) Here 
it is — this bill for three hundred^ — 
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Timolin. If it Was ten thoufand, I wou'dn*t ac- 
cept it. 

Arthur. You villain, do I want you to accept 
bills for me ? 

Coachman. It's a good note, and your own 
too. 

Arthur. Well, 1 know 1 liave notes and bonds 
enough out — but if I pay one of them, Til be 
damn'd. 

Timolin. Sir, don't frighten yourfelf, about 
what doesn't concern you, 

Arthur. Hold your tongue, lirrah ; of my own 
accord, I came from our dance, when old Wig- 
hum, the juftice, fent for me; but, compell'd 
I will not be; fo let the plaintiff carry the bills 
to my father; 

Coachman. Now, Siir, you* re too nice. I pro- 
mifed to do the bufinels, and I will, {offers fa- 

Afthur. Aye! he only wants to touch me. 
{Jlips round Timolin.) 

Timolin. Arrah! what fignifies your dancing 
round me, like a couple of May-poles ? 

Arthur. Timolin, knock him down — I won- 
der whether it's a capture if 1 touch him. 

Timolin. What are you at with your caps, and 
hats ? The Englilh of the thing is — Mifs Auguf- 
ta, I defpife. 

Arthur. Speak fo of my divine charmer ! 

l^Jirikes himj and runs off^ Coachman follozvs. 

Timolin. Oh! if he difcharges me, and comes 
once a day to give me a knock in my cheek, 
Tm to have a bleffed life of it — tho* my honor 
wou'd not fufFer me to take relief from this 

Mifs 
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Mifs Augufta, yet I'll try and get the reward 
from Mounfeer, for, if I was to preach in a 
pulpit as high as Patrick's fteeple, the ladies, 
and gentlemen, would be running after one an- 
other, and, till they give roaft beef for nothing, 
to mere honelly, a guinea is convenient in an 
empty pocket. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I. 



Samphire-hall I Sir Hans'j, and other Houjes : — 
A view of the Sea, bathing Machines, f/r. 

Enter SiR Hans, and Robin Hoqfs. 

Sir Ha^s. 

A. Month fince Tve been down here at my fa- 
vourite rocks. How do the lodging-houfes go 
on ? I hope they keep low with their prices, till 
the place is known* Aye! I may yet fee Sam- 
phire-hall eclipfe Brighton, Weymouth, and Scar- 
borough. 

Robin H. Yes ! your honour ; for the young 
S(|uire has fet up a fiaple commodity of trade, 
and already the volks bes fo merry about'n. 
You know Humphry Grim, the ftone-mafon, is 
famous in the letter cutting way — Meafter 
George has gi*n the freedom of the quarry, 
and he has eftabliihed a manufadure for tomb- 
ftones. 

Sir a 
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Sir H. Tomb-ftones to make people merry ! 
Roiin H. He has finifhed half a dozen choice 
epitaphs with: 

*' Afflidlions zore 

'* Long time I bor« 

*' Phyficians were in wain." 

(Sir Hans walks up enraged.) 
Enter George. 

George. That was certainly Lord Torrendel 
turn'd into the green lane — muffled up, and 
feem'd hiding his face. Robin gave me a hint 
of his defigns upon Fanny. 

Sir H. A fweet morning concert for the rooms, 
of chipping and fawing! Tell Matter Grim, he 
muft depart in peace with his merry monuments. 
Did you hire a new poftillion ? 

Roiin H. Yez, Sii:. 

George. Oh, Robin ! my fcheme of fettling the 
poor artificers here, requires a kind of agent or 
fuperior, to regulate it in my abfence ; a fenfible 
perfon of good nature and probity — that I can 
truft — ^IVe fixt upon a man — he's now over ait 
Sandgate ifland, you muft acquaint him — no on- 
ly tell him I'd fpeak with him. 

Sir H. (feeing George) Don't come near me — 
get a tin pot and a bit of flick, and pick up 
cockles on the beach — you haven't a foul above 
a cockle-gatherer, you curfed otter. Robin ! 
have they put up the flielves in the raffling 
fliop? 

George. Sir, the men are working at their 
looms. 

Sir H. Looms I 

Georges 
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George. Inftead of encouraging frauds, cheat- 
ing flrangcrs with paltry toys, I have erected 
looms, that will give bread to two induftrious 
families, {loom heard without) 

Sir H* Why, they're Weavers ! 

George. Yes, Sir, weavers of (lockings, gloves, 
and mittins. 

Sir H. A flocking loom in the place of my ele- 
gant raffling fliop ! 

George. There's a ribband loom too. This 
was the fii ft wove in it } for the motto's fake, 
put it into your hat. 

Sir H. {reads) " Succefs to Commerce, and a 
fpeedy peace.'* Well, let Induftry throw the 
(buttle to this motto with all ray heart. What 
fmoke's that yonder ? clinking of hammers ! by. 
the lord it's a forge. 

George. Yes, Sir, the forge I built for poor old 
Grimes. 

*yiVH. What, afmith? 

George. Yes, Sir, a worthy blackfmith. 

Sir H. Within the very walls of my cold bath, 
old Grimes blowing his bellows ! 

George. What ule for a cold bath juft on the 
verge of the ocean ? and the farmers want the 
neceflary tools tor agriculture. 

Sir H. I banifh you for ever, from my faftiion- 
able bathing-place. You barbarous young fa- 
vage! after my high puff advcrtifements of cold 
larders, neat wines, circulating libraries, baths, 
concerts^ balls^ billiards, machines, and bathing- 
caps, to expect to drag people of fafhion down 
here, afmongfl; flocking--) ooms, tombflones, and 
bcllows-clinkers! 

George. Father, my little colony was famifli- 

ing 
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ing on Lord Torrenders ifland. Since I have 
brought them here, in pity don't diiiurb them. 

Sir H. A fine ragged colony you've planted. 

George. Confider, Father, induftry is a flower 
that fhould be encouraged by the genial warmth 
of patronage. 

Sir H. By the the lord! the fellow's only fit 
for a plowman, or a weaver. 

George. Well, Sir, the one gives bread, the 
other cloathing; as a plowman and a weaver are 
the moft ufeful charadlers, I know of none more 
noble. 

Sir H. Ah ! don't talk to me, my very fer- 
vants will defpife you, I dare fay not one of *em 
would ftir a (lump to fave your foul and body^ 
you young Beaver. 

Enter Robin Hoofs, '' 

Robin H. Your purfc, Sir — I found it on the 
road, {to George) ^ 

George. Thank you, Robin; 

Sir H. George's purfe 1 how much was in it ? 

Robin. More than I can tel! — once I knew it 
to be mailer George's, 1 never put finger oa the 
cafli it held. 

Sir H. Suppofe it had been my purfe ? 

Robin H. Ecod! your honor, you might ne- 
ver have feen it agam : Gold's a tempting thing, 
and I don't ft^t up for more honefty than niy 
neighbours; but young Squire*s money alieady 
belongs to the poor, and he bez a bad man in^ 
deed that wou'd take, what the generous heart 
is fo ready to give. 

George. You've been playing tricks, knocking 

It 
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it about — its all broke— ftupid fellow, I dare fay 
you'd take better care of your own ! 

Robin H. La, Sir, I have no purfe, only a lit- 
tle bit of a leather bag, to divide a few fhillings 
from the* halfpencci ([/bewmg- the b^g^ G^rge 
takes it.) ■ I i '> 

'George, WhoJc, and (bund-^tearingone's pro* 
pferty-^thcr^'s my brokett oney I ilhaU koepvyami;. 
(flings it to Robin Ho$fs) ' ' >l; 

RabtH H. Bin; Sify the gold^s in it* 

G^rge. Hewt nuihd, kcefi }t Robin, yim^xe aa 
bdneft ftellow j honefty is a tn?e diamandj und 
fliQiiird be fct ilK^gdd^ (puts him^ff) -^ 

Siir H. My generous boy, George, biiildiiilrp 
and pull down; jaftaa you pleafc; I fee now the 
rieh man's fififtgiiacd, ift the blbffings of cha- 
rity »y but gold is the grand ftapic of your trade 
of benevolence— *Fve brought Mifs Wooidbine, 
apd htr fortune; go and e&tertain her. . .4 r! 

George. Ifn't that Lord T^Drrcnriei's Fi?enchi. 
man. [looking out) 

Re-enter Robin Hoofs. 

Robin H. Your honor, Mburtfeer^ cottie from 
his Lord, to borrow your poff-chay— going on 
a vifit, and his own be broke. - 

Sir H. Here's an opportunity to oblige my 
Lord. He (hall have it, and hanfel my new poVL 
tilion too. .1 

George, {aftde) Some knavery iii this pbfl- 
chaife borrowing! Robin, a word. ^ 

Sir FL Here ftill ! go to the Lady ! hold, here 
Iheis. 

Enter 
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Enter hvovttA. 

Augujla. *Twas certainly Arthur crofs'd the 
road. \ajuk\ Sir, I've walfc'd out, to fee your 
cbanrnng place here, {to Sir Hans) 

Sir H. Hem ! — I bid him (peak to the Lady, 
and by the lord he's whifpeiing Robin ; George, 
addrefsiifiT with rapture. 

George. Yes, Sir! Madam, the great pleafore 

of- — Rerbbi. ££^/, talking with RaHn Hoofs. 

* Sir H. The great pleafiirc of-^Robm ! oh ! 

the devil's in you, for a fine amorous feoundrd ! 

Stqii you Sir. {Exit. 

Angufra, Tbk yotmg geotteman is an uiiadof fl- 
ed cafket, enclofing the moft dcUcate fprings of 
fenfibility ; but that heart is not for me ; or ra- 
ther mit&e is oot for him* I rauft n6t chorilh an 
hopelels paffioa for Arthur; if, ;» Sir Hans teUs 
me, another poflefies his affedions. 

Enter Fanny, 

Fanny ! 

Fanny. My dear governed, I've got down to 
you ; Vm only come, becaufe you are here— « 
Where's George. 

Augujla. You only come becaufe Vm here — 
Where's George I Ah, Fanny ! 

Fanny, I've made papa bring me too—by a 
monflrous fiory though. I've told him. Sir 
Hans wants him on moft prodigious bufinefs. 

Enter Arthur, (runmng). 

Arthur. Diftanced the nabber ! my lovely 

partner ! who could expe& to find you here, 

VOL. i^ N like 
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Enter V kit vYi looking a^Qut. 
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Fanny. My Governefs is fa giddy r—^h^te can 
flie have left her hat. . ' 

DicL Oh, Fanny, where'^ ypur fri^jpd ^u- 
gufta ? you fcem all upon the fidgets^ V 

Fanny, (confu/ed) Oh no, Sir<— Tie t^\5/Q^^Id 
boys will be running after us— \vhat can t think 
of to keep them here ? oh, true, iqftdjs). Papa^ J 
wonder why Sir Hans .has fent foi: you \ 4o you 
know ? 

Dick. No, child, but I (ball if I «n get tp iee 
him. . 

Fanny^ Here he is, ha, ha» ha ! (afidi) QOly 
Ipok papa, what ,a fine profipe^ .^t thatwipdaw; 
you can fee, I believe, to the Ifle of Wight. 

Dick: Oh noi but very fine, {Ipph pnt ofwin^ 
dow.y 

£/2/^r Sir Hajjs. 

Sir H^ Fanny, wherc's ycmr papa? 

Fanny. He's there, Sir, but his h^ad is fo full 
of this ferious affair, ho'« cocne down to tell you 
about. (r« an undir tone) 

SirH. Ohi verywelU 

Fanny. Yit^ he, he! now each will be fo full 
of expeftation of the other tdling, when there is 
nothing to tell, it may bring them into a fquab- 
ble, and that will keep them as clofe as a game 
backgammon— but Where's Augufta's hat ? [£a?//» 

Sir H. Ah, Dickins ! how do you do ? 

Dick, {turning Oh, Sir Hans, well, I've trun- 
dled down ta^ you. 

Sir H. Then the affair is very urgent ? fit 
down. 

Dick, 
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Dick. Of CQn(equeoi:e, I hopej for I had a 
good deal to do. 
Sir H. And ioi ,. 

Ditk. Well, 

Sir H. Well ? fo fudden, I was alarmed ! but 
does it concern me "much*? 

Dick. That you beft know. 

SifH. Hqw ihould I klibw I 

DiicL ifeefoijbly) Well then, A^hen yot^ tell me, 
perhajps I may know. 

^'r S'.'WKcn you fcell mc,^ perhaps I may not 
know, fiut cpme. 
%M Ay6? 

Sir H. He's afraid of being overheard I fup- 
pilfe,; ti6i3iie, HI faften the door. 
''^WSL "O^, if it 13 (rf fb rauc'h cdnfequence, and 
fecreqy. Til faften this door too. {both rife and go 
tiopf&fite <ii?^rj) Thd'e nbw, 'we are quite fate. 
(fits down) aye? 

Sir H. Aye ? {they fut ^i^ir heads together as lif 
ttning) 

Dick. What do yoo fit gaping for, why don't 
you out with it ? • 

Sir H. Why do you fit flaring and ftretching 
your neck ? why don't you tell it at once ? 

Dick. You fentfor me down about your bufi- 
nefs — and, zounds! what is it i that I may go 
about mine^ ^ 

Sir H. I fend for you! you came here to tell 
me of fomething of great importance — tell it, 
and (horten your vilir, when you pleafe, Sir. 
{both rife) 

Dick. Sir, your ill manners, in your own 
houfe, are equ.il ^o your impudence in bringing 
roe into it for nothing. 

Sir U. Impudence, you vulgar man ! it's well 

you 
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you ariein my houfe, of by thehattd of this fto^ 
dy, Pd piteh you out of window. 

Ditk* Pitch me, you hard^heided old fool ! if 
Torrendel was to behave fo, Td— — 

Sir H. I fliall choak. — (rings) You're under 
my roof — fo fay what you will — ^Robin Hoofs ! 

Dick. Damn your hoofs, and your horns. Sir! 
I can quit your houfe myfelf. You're as impu^ 
dent as Tprrendel. (puts on his baty and gloves) 

Enter Fauny^ crying, witbAuguJia^sbafm 

Fanny. Oh George I George ! my Governefs 
has run away with George! falfe fellow ! to drefs 
himfelf up as the new poftilion, and drive off 
with.my Governeis^ when 1 only returned to f^|ch 
her hat sind cloak. 

Sir H. My fon drive off with Augufta ! Huzri \ 
z;i ! he'sada(her. 

. Fanny. And then Lord Torrendel's valet, to 
jamp up behind the chaife— -'twas all a packed, 
thing to deceive me. (cries) 

Sir H. What ! the Frenchman gone off with 
my ward. 

Fanny. Yes, they'll furely be married. 

Dick.' What, the Frenchman? 

Fanny. No! George! 

Dick. But where are they gone ? .; 

Fanir^. Ratded down the beach, towards Ssmd^ 
gate Ifland* 

Sir H. Robin Hoofs, John, the devil, J' ve loft 
my ward. \^Exeunt DickinSy and Sir Hans.. 

Fanny. Yes, I heard Sir Hans brought her 
down here to marry George ; a demure looking 
thing, (he knew better than to take the tmi 
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yojipg Aribiirij ftudi I i«yfrlf up iiitrQ4uce her to 
my George; thU Hi female fri^udQiip indeed; 
h^re']$ my friend's ha(^ aad iny friend's ];ibbaads» 
oh that I had herlelf 4;iere. 

lExif teams '^? ^^^- 
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SCENE III; andlajt. 

Sandgate Iflandi one Jhatttred houje^ and a few 

wretched cottages^ 
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Enter Arthur • 



Jribur. The Ferryman not to run his boat 
boldly, in the creek — oblige me to dafli through 
the water 1 If I could but get over to the conti- 
nental I'd fight like a true volunteer — the firft 
^nfign that dropt, pict up his colours- — I wifli 
Ihad'a few (hillings^ to pay my paflage in fomc 
iilhing fmack. 

Enter Coachman. 

There again — by heavens ! you fha'nt have all 
the b^ihff-work to yourfelf-^wcfil have a tufsle 
for it— if you are ftronger, I go — if not, I com- 
mit your body to mafter fhark— begone, or into 
the fea I fling you. 

Coachman. Then, there Sir, is three hundred 
pound. Bank of England note — now I've at laft 
done my job. [drops it ^ and exit. 

Arthur, (picking it up) It is — ^and I to mif- 
take my bright angel for the blacked of all imps, 
a catchpole ! three hundred 1 now they ihall fee 

who 
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wh6 is Lord Arthur D^Auracrle^-who firtJmf 
my kind fath^r^ doubtlefs. Now I've caflt, wtoe 
is my poor faithfiil Timolin. 

Enter Robinson, {out of livery.) 

A dreary Iflandj^ but one houfe,— you live yon- 
der, mafter. 

Robinjon. Live! ah, -Sir! (Jighs.^ 
Arthur. Complain! Why, in the\vinter here, 
you've ftorms in high perfeflion— fnoWj» hail^ 
rain, llghtaing and thunder, neaf as imported 
— no door to your houfe, and fcarce a houfe to 
your door ! the fplanged canopy your bed-tefters, 
and for a clear profpcft no glafe to your windows ! 
nor a tree on your ifland, becaufe you wou*d 
not harbour rioify rook^ to difconapofc your 
flumbersl— nor even a bufli! but that's vanity 
-^that you might have it to fay, you challenge 
the globe round to {hew a fpot more defolate. 
. Hobinfon. He doesn't recoHeft me. {ajide) IVe 
only c(5me to-day, Sir, but here I believe I muft 
abide till better times. This houfe belongs to a 
brother of mine— all poor enough and yet but 
for the charity of Mr. C3feorge Burgefs, they muft 
be worfe. The fcj[uire has unpeopled this ifland^ 
and fettled them comfortably near his father's. 
Since Loid Torrendel, the landlord, leaves them 
to his Frenchman and that Matter Dickins, mv. 
brother wiflies they'd take the houfe off his 
hands. ^ 

Arthur. They'll be taking it prefently from 
about his ears 

Enter Robin Hoofs. 

Robin H. {to Robin/on) I believe it's you I want^ 

— You're 
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-i*ryouV«taccffll^T)iV^r1o-TOdrf6w no^n to Sam- 
pWpf^Halljitny ymtig Maft^r '#ou*dfp^ak to you, 
ch! — Sure I know you, wHy Wiilti't you porter 
to Lord Torrendel ? {looking Jiedf aft ly at Robin/on^ 

Arthur. Indeed 1 

Robin H. It is — Now I underftands the whole 
affair — Squire George is always himfelf, 

Arthur. Were not you difcharged from Lord 
Torrenders for admitting me into the Caflle? 

RvbipH. He was and that he might not lofe 
t)v;'bi^^ood-nature. Matter G^prge was going to 
^Ive him a place of 5q7. a year, but Sir Hans has 
bpck'd up that plan, and wo'n't let the new- 
cifn^rs fettle there. 

^ Arthur. A man turn'd a-drift into this curfed 
wbrld^ for a mod kind aflion towards me, and 
riffiiid prating here with 300/. in my hand : no 
^iixxsiioxX^i of pippins fha'h't have all this work 



ro1^iiiij|lf--there, (r(wj the note) that will buy 
vou cakes and ale tiu you get a place. 

^%h^. Sir! . ^ "^ , 

^^[^thur. Don't talk, 1 hate talking ; Vm abfo- 
furS^ in that particular, Old Crufoc. (puts them 
ojf/ Ha, ha, ha! Vm tickled with a ftrange am-* 
b^tfon— rU be king of this Ifland from my fa- 
tnii^i^/^c inheritance. I'll enchant this houfc 
f^hi'TO^ court of poverty, to the caftleof com- 
ft>rtf,-l-'f ^is ifland is now my territory — here am 
I Idnjgf cyh ! for my queen ! but plague of my 
pafacc, [Exit int$ houfe. 



■ .• Ah 



Enter L'CEillet, ^i;2</ Boatman. 



L*CEi/let. Now, dat your comrade has brought 

VOL. I. o lady 
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hdy over in toder boat, let no one elfe crofs but 
Miior. (^ExU Boatman. 

Ah! quel bonheur to find Augufta myfelf ! now 
Monfieur Thomas and dat villain Irilh terrier 
may hunt her for deir own recreation — dis foli- 
tary ifle — here milor have no perfon to inter* 
rupt. [Retires. 

Enter Augusta. 

Augufta. The defirc of feeing my coufin Ar-» 
thur once again, before it is too late, can fcarce- 
ly reconcile me to this ftep — altogether this 
ifland wears a moft forbidding afpeA — rU re- 
turn, and fit in the chaife, till Fanny comes. 
{going). 

LCEillet. Ah ! ma cherc (preventing her) You 
muft vait for Milor. 

Augufta. He here ! heavens ! Tm betrayed — I 
now fee my folly. 

LCEillet. I was your laquais, mon angc, and 
did fit behind de chaife, and you did not know 

it. ^ 

Augujia. Pray, Sir, fuffer me to go. 

LCEillet. Oui, to Londres ! dere Milor vil 
buy you fine cloaths and jewels, and yoia vill 
fliine ^at operas and ball and concert, and he vill 
kifs yiDur hand dus. {offers to kifs her hand) 

. Enter Arthur. 

. . I V ■ . • 

Arthur. How! (ftrikes him.) 
VCEillet. Diantre ! {runs off. Arthur purfues. A 
p binge y as if in water , is heard without.) 
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Re-enter Arthur. 

Angufta. Heavens ! fir^ what have you done ? 

Arthur. Only caft my bait into the fea — Lu- 
cifer will always bite at a fcoundrel. 

Aupifta. Sir, he'll be drowned. 

Arthur. He*s already a pickled dog — don't be 
alarm'd— you're fafe now from even the flia- 
dow of infult. How came you here in this re- 
mote place ? fpeak — but no matter — you feem 
diftrds'd, Madam* 

Augufta. (afide) Vice fhould not humble the 
father in the opinion of the fon* 

Arthur. Lean upon me» ma'am^— hoUoo ! old 
Crufoe, Where's your dame ? come madam. 
{leads At^gt^a in*) 

t 

r _ 

Enter Lord Torrendel* 

Lord Tor. Should L'CEillet bring my Augufta 
fafe, h^re is no accommodation ; I thought I 
bad fome tenants on this Ifland ! they've let 
the place run ftrangely to ruin. Confufion ! 
Sir Hans ! 

Enter Sir Hans, Dickens, George, and Ro- 
bin Hoofs, 

Dick. But 'fquire, why difguife yourfelf ; furc 
you coud'n't be a confederate with my Lord's 
pandar, to Ileal my daughter's governefs ? 

Sir H. Aye, George, where was the neceflity 
of ufing artifice, to run away with Augufta, the 
very girl I wanted to give you. 

o z George. 



816597 




loo LIFE'S VAGARIES* 

George. Then to explain the myftery — fome 
bafc defigns of others, have funk me into a 
fchemer of ftratagems. My lord, .ray name i^ 
Burgefs. — J'm no profefled knight-errjtnd, yet 
I openly avow that I will endeavour henceforth 
to proteft female innocence from your lQrd(hip*s 
dlfhonpurable purpofes. [Exit. 

Sir H* Bravo ! He has been drinking hock 
with Lord Arthur. — My lord, I'll talk to you. 

[Exit. 

Dick. My lord, to J^n Til talk. LExit. 

Lord Tor. Then no Ihelter from iSftn mamc^ 
but to turn champton myfelf ! befides, the ftorm 
once blown over, my fceming her proteftor 
wins her love by gratitude. 

Enter Timolin, 

Timolin. Oh, my lord, here flies the fweet 
creature to you with her character under her 

ann. 

Lord Tor. Then, that villain L'CEillet, has 
made my fon's fervant a party in this bufineis. 

Enter Lady Torrekdel, veiled^ andTiioukz. 

Timolin. So Mifs, you wouldn't be warn'd by 
me, you wou'd run headlong to the devil. And 
there he ftands, ready to receive you. {apart to 
Lady lorrendel) 

Lord Tor. What's your purpofe, you fcoun- 
drels, in bringing the lady to this lonely place? 

Timolin. Our purpofe! well, that's very 
high !— 

Lord Tor. Madam, rely upon my protcdion. 

I am 
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I am bound by honor to defend you from every 
iofult. 

Lady Tor. Certainly, my lord ! every gentle- 
man fhould be the proteftor of — his wife, {dif^ 
covers herfelf.) 

Lord Tor. Lady Torrcndel ! 

Ttmtlin. The Lady herfelf ! then 'twas to her 
hulband ihe was running^ oh! here's a wonder, 
and a blunder ! {Exit. 

Lady Tori My Lord, I fee you are contuied, 
yet Gould I hope your prefent humiliation pro- 
ceeded from aforrow that promifed repentance, 
and confequent reformation, my heart's feelings 
for the man I did love and honor, fliould melt 
me to compaffion ! (weeps) but no ! take my 
refentment ! my deferved^, and bitter reproach ! 
grief cannot reach a breaft fo callous as your's ! 
it is only the ftings of a wotmded pride, and dif- 
appointed purpofe, that now agitates you ; re- 
fleft ! return an humble gratitude to heiven for 
having made my unexpeded arrival here the 
means of fnatching you from the repetition of a 
crime the moft hoftile to fociety. A felfifli, tran- 
fient gratification, that muft baniQi for ever an 
unhappy female from the paths of honor ! fhun'd 
thro' life by the beft part of her own (ex ! — ard 
even defpifed by you ! the author ^f her fhame ! 
your wrongs to me are nothing, but your me- 
ditated tricks and phns, which you call gallan- 
tries, refleftcnly difgrace on the dignity of man- 
hood ! 

LordTor. Lady Torrendel — I confefs I'm al- 
together fomewhat fhocked, and wi(h — I'm very 
unhappy to fee — that is — I'm unhappy at your 
fufpeding-— 

Lady 
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Lady Tor. Oh, you giiflake, my lard ! I have 
no fufpicions ! mine are all certaiaties-^but 
even if you confider my throwing the pad into 
thefliade of oblivion, any indulgence, I fliall in- 
fift upon a few conditions, and the firft — turn 
your countenance and protfftion to your poor 
defer ted youth ! you as a parent, are refponfible 
for every violation that your negleft has occa- 
iioned him to make on the laws of propriety; 
if you refufe, I will be his parent, and hence- 
forth regard your poor friendlefs fon, with all 
the care and tendernefs of maternal afledion. 

Enter A^frnvK. 

* 

Arthur. Huzza, the joy that laughs on me, 
fliall fmile on all around j fir, I thank you for 
your bounty, but 

Enter Coachman. 

Coachman. My Lady, I gave Lord Arthur the 
money, 

Lady Tor. Well, well ! 

Arthur. How ! was that 300 /. fent me by 
you. Madam. 

Lord Tor. Did you give countenance and re- 
lief, where wives, in general, look with con- 
tempt and even hatred ? Madam, can you par- 
don ? 

Lady Tor. My , Lord, your conduft renders 
you rather an objeft of pity, than refentment— 
you have implicitly delivered up your fortune, 
your character, nay more, my Lord, ypur ho* 
i^r,, to be the fport and property of an infa- 
mous 
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I 

\ 

raoos parafite— your confidential favourite, your 
Valet, counteracted the redtitude of your in- 
tentions, by embezzling the fums he had for 
purpafefi dictated by duty and nature. Oh! 
why will thofe who pojOfefs the godlike power of 
doing good, delegate a bafe, unworthy agent, 
for the Mod purpofes of humanity. 

En^r SiK Hams, Dickims, George, and Av*' 

GU8TA. 

Sir H. Here, boy, take Augufta. (advancing). 

Arthur, [advancing) Thank ye. Sir Hans ! (Jakes 
ber hand) 

Sir H. Thank ye, indeed, for that! George, 
Hfill you lofe your wife fo ? 

George. I've one ready at hand^ — father, with 
your leave and her own confent. 

Enter Fanny, and Timolin, at the back. 

Dick. To be fure, I confent — and we all con- 
fent. 

Fanny. Oh ! yes ! we all confent — my dear 
governefs, are you going to be married ? It 
feems Fm going to be married. He, he, he! 
ch I George ? 

Sir H To fee my fon taken before my face, 
with an he, he, he ! s'blood, fir ! let the girl go, 
he, he, he, indeed. 

Dick. Then I difcover your tricks. Sir, oh, 
oh, oh ! indeed ! — Madam, (to Augujia) no mat*- 
ter what he fays— you are ftill heirefs to your 
uncle Woodbine's fortune. Throw it into my 
bank, chufe me your guardien, I'll recover—- I'll 
fend Sir Nob a Iheet of crackiin ramfkin, that 

ibaU 
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(hall reach from Chanccry-lanc, to Wcftminfter- 
hall. 

Augujla^ Well, even fo the property of the 
mother fhould devolve to the fon, and to him I 
refign it. 

Arthur^ No ! fooner than take it from you, 
my generous coufin, Timolin and I will buflPeC 
the world again— and, rather than commit fur- 
ther depredations on honeft tradefmen^ TU tiirn 
to any thing, any one thing in life, except a 
Poet. W here are you old Bargatrot Caftle ? 

Timolin. Tm here, your honor, dead or alive 
— we'll jufnp into our boots, before they're 
bought — away, raafter ! I'm your man, thro* 
thick and thin, fire and fmoke^ 

Arthur. \ could force myfelf to accept this 
fortune — that is, with a certain fweet'ner — Will 
you, my Augufta, accompany it ? 

Augujia. Then, Sir, for paltry gold, you*d 
quit your love! oh! fie! 

Sir H. Devil's in you, child ! I was only 
joking about the girl over the hock, to make 
you marry George. 

{Arthur kijfes her hand.) 

Lord Tor. Why, this is right. Lady Torrcn- 
del, your unexampled liberality will reclaim me 
into a hufband and a father. — My boy, were 
bleflings mine, you Ihould have one from me. 

Tiviolln. Then, as you're not worth a bleifing, 
fliow'r a bundle of yellow-boys upon us both. 

Dick. A good motion, throw them into my 
bank. — Eh! is that Moniieur ihaking his ears 
like a water dog ? (looking out) 

Arthur. My Lord, father, and you moft ador- 
ed Augufia, if I am defUned to affluence, here 

is 
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is my model, (to George) who can forego the 
contorts of life ta beftow its necefiaries on the 
indigent! 

Sir H. Why, my moft magnificent Arthtir^ I 
thought you were to be George^s model, and that 
iike you he'd have grace enough^ to play the de-' 
vil. 

Arthur, ^o he fliall — we'll kick Care out of 
the window, our abode (hall be the Houfe of 
Joy, and the firft card of invitation ihali be, to 
the Man of Sorrow. 

My faults how great ! but as no foft'ring care 
Did ever fmile upon misfortuhe's heir- ! 
The outcaft oh teceive ! your pardon give, 
• AxkI in your favour, let him happy live \ 
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A C T I. 

SCENE I. 

A Cavern with winding S fairs , and Recejfes cut in 
the Rock J a large Lamp hanging in the Center^ a 
TablCy Wine^ Fruits^ fcfr. — At the head Don 
C^SAR, on each fide Spado, Sanguino, Rapu 
NO, and others of the Banditti. 

CHORUS. 

JlIERE we fons of freedom dwell ; 

In our friendly, rock-hewn cell ; 

Pleafure's didates we obey. 

Nature points us out the way 

Ever fecial great and free. 

Valour guards our liberty. 

AIR.— D(?» Cafar. 

Of fevere and partial laws. 

Venal judges, Alguazils ; 
Dreary dungeons's iron jaws,. 

Oar and gibbet — Whips or wheels 
Let^s never think 
While thus we drink 
Sweet Mufcadine ! 
O life divine ! 

Ch&rw, H^re we fons of freedom dwell, &c. 

DonC. 
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Don C. Come, Cavaliers, our carbines arc 
loaded, our hearts are light, charge your glai^ 
fes, Bacchus gives the word, and a volley makes 
us immortal as the rofy god.— Fire ! (nil drink) 

Spa. Ay, Captain, this is noble firing, Ob, I 
love a voHey of grape-fhot — Are we to have any 
Iky-light in our cave ? {looking at Sanguino's glqfs) 

Don C. Oh, no ! a brimmer round* Come^ a 
good b)Oty to us to-night, (all drink) 

Spa. Booty 1 I love to rob a fat Prieft.—- 5tand, 
fays ], and then I knock him down. 

Sang. My nofe bleeds, (looks at his handkerchief) 
I wonder what colour is a coward's blood ! 

Spa, Don't you fee it's red ? 

Sang. Hah! call me coward, (rifes in fury) 
Sirrah'! Captain! Cavaliers! but this fear on my 
forehead contradicts the mifcreant. 
* Spa. Scar on your forehead ! Ay, you will 
look behind you when you run away* 

Sang, ril flab the villain — (draws ftilletto) 1 
will, by heaven* 

Don C. Poh, Sanguino ! you know when a jeft 
offers. Spado regards neither time, place nor 
pcrfon. • ^ 

AIL (interpoftng) Don't hurt little Spado! 

Spa. (hiding behind) No, don't hurt little 
Spado. 

Sang. Runaway! Armies have confefs'd my 
valour — the time has been— but no matter ! {fits) 

Don C. Come, away with reflcftion on the 
paft, or care for the future ; the prefent is the 
golden momeint of poffeffion j let us enjoy it. 

All. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it. 

Don C. You know, Cavaliers, when I cnterM 
into this noble fraternity, I boafted only of a lit- 
tle courage iharpen'd t^ neceffity, the rcfult of 

mv 
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piy youthful follies, a father's feverity, and the 
malice of a good natur'd djme. 

Spa. Captain, here's a fpeedy ualk-off to old 
woQien. 

jflL Ha, ha, ha ! (drink) 

Don C. When you did me the honor to clcSt 
me your captain, for two conditions I fiipulated 
— Tho* at war with the world abroad, unity and 
focial mirth fhouk) prefide over our little com- 
mon-wealth at home. 

Spa. Yes, but Sanguino's for no head^. — he*l| 
have ours a common-wealth of fifts and elbows. 

Don C. The other, unlefs to preferve your 
own livts, never to commit a murder. 

Spa. I murdered iince tbat^ — a bilhop's coacb^ 
horfe. 

^11. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Don C. Hand me that red wine. 

AIR. — Don C^e/ar. 

Flow, thou regal purple; ftream^ 

Tinted by the folar beain> 

In my goblet fparkling rife. 

Cheer my heart and glad my eyes. 
My brain afcend on fancy^s wing, 
*Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 

While I live. Til lave my clay. 

When I'm dead and gone away. 

Let my thirfty fubjeds fay,- 

A month he reign'd, but that was May. 

[■hunder^ 
Don C. Hark, how diftinft we hear the thun^ 
cler through this vaft body of earth and rock — 
Rapino, is Calvecte above upon his poft ? 
Rap. Yes. 

Don C. SpadOj 'tis your turn to relieve the 
Ctptinel. 

.Spa. 
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Spa. Relieve ! why what's the matter withhim? 

Don C. Come, come, no jetting with duty — 
*tis your watch. 

Spa. Let the wolves watch for me- — nay dpty 
is to get fupper ready — (thunder) Go up ! Od's 
fire, do you think I am a Salamander? lyye 
hear! 

Sang. No fport I fear. , ^ 

Don C. Then call Calvette, lock down jthc 
trap^door, and gee us fome more wine froqat tHe 
cittern. ' ' 

Spa. Wine ! Ay, Captain, and thfe ^eiije a 
night of peace we'll have a difli of olives. ^ ^ 

Sang. No peace ! we'll up and fcour the fdfeft 
prefently. But well thought on, a rich old ftl^ 
low, one Don Scipio has lately come to refide in 
the cattle on the Ikirts of the forcft-*^what fay 
you to plunder there ? 

Don C. Not to night— I know my time — I 
have my reafons — I Ihall give command on that 
bufinefs. But where's the ftranger we brought 
in at our laft excurfion ? , .. ' 

Rap. He repofes in yonder recefs. ,, 

Spa. Ay, there he lies with a face as in;io^eiit 
as an angel, thought he fought like feve|i devils* 
(a/ide) If my fellow-rooks wou'd but jSy d||*-T-I*d 
have the pidgeon here within all to my elf. 

Calv. (appears at the top of the winding fiairs 
with a lantbern) Captain! 

Sang. Good news, Cavaliers i here comes Cal- 
vette. / 

Calv. A booty ! 

Sang. What ? where ? 

Calv. Soft — but one mtxi ! 

Sang. Is he alone ? 

Calv. Quite, 

Spa. 
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Spa. One man and alone — that's odd ! 

Caiv. He feems in years, but his habit,, (as 
•yell as I could diftinguifli,) fpeaks him noble. 
{defcends) 

Don C Then he'll fight. My arms ! 

Spa. Oh, he'll fight. — Get my arms--«nOj my 
legs will do for me, (ajtde) 

Sang. Come, my carbine— quick ! 

Don C. To the attack of one man — paltry ! 
Only you Calvette, and Spado go, the reft pre- 
pare for our general excurfion. 

Spa. Captain, don't fend me ; indeed Vm top 
nfh! 

X)on C. Come, come, leave buffoonery and to 
your djuty. 

[Calvette afcends^ the reft go in at/everal 
recejfes^ Spado, ajctnds fiowly .'\ . 

EnUr Alfhonsq; 

Alph. I find myfelf fomewhat refrefh'd by 
fleep — at fuch a time to fall into the hands of 
thefe ruffians, how unlucky ! I'm pent up here ; 
my rival Fernando, once my friend, reaches Doi^ 
Scipio's Caftle, weds my charming Vidoria, and 
I lofe her for ever ; but if I could fecure an i&«* 
terview, love Ihould plead my caufe. 

AlK.'-'Alpbon/o. 

Tlie hardy iailor braves the ocean, 

Fearlefs of the roaring wind; 
Yet his heart* with foft emotion. 

Throbs to leave his love behind. 

To dread of foreign foes a flranger, 
Tho' the youth can dauntlefs roam. 

Alarming fears paint every danger 
In a rival> left at home. 

VOL. !• Q. Spa- 
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Spado returns down ihefiairs* 

Spa. iflfide) Now for fome talk with our pri- 
foner here — Stay, are they all out af ear-fhot? 
How the poor bird fings in its cage ! I kaow 
more of his affairs than he thinks of by overhear- 
ing his converfation at the inn at Lorca. 

Mph. How (hall I efcape from thefe rafcalsf— • 
Oh, here is one of the gentlemen. Pray, Sir, 
may I take the liberty — 

Spa. No liberty for you here — Yet upon cer- 
tain conditions, indeed — give me your hand* 

Alph. (afide) Impudent fcoundrel! 

Spa. Senor, I wifli to ferve you, and fervc 
you I will; but I muft know the channel before 
I make for the coaft, therefore to examine you 
with the J)ious feverity of an holy Inquifitor, in 
heaven's name, who the devil are you ? 

Alph. A piotis adjuration truly! (^^<f) Sir, 
my name is Alphonfo, and I am fon of a bank<« 
cr at Madrid. 

Spa. Banker ! I thought he fung like a young 
gold-finch. 

Alph. Perhaps by tfulling this fellow I may 
.iipake my efcape 

Spa. I'll convince him I know his fecrets^ and 
then I hold his purfe-ftrings* 

Alph. You won?t betray me? 

Spa. Honor among thievesv 

Alph. Then you muft know when your gang 
attacked me yefterday evening 

Spa. You were poltingfull gallop to Don Sci- 
pio's caftle on the confines of the foreft here. 

Alph. Hey ! then perhaps you know my paf- 
fion for-^— - 

Spa- 
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Sfa. Donna Viftoria his daughter. 

Alpb. Then you know that (he's contrafted-— 

Spa. To your friend Don Fernando de Zelva, 
^o ktiow on his journey to the caftle, and to 
the deftru6tion of your hopes, weds the lady on 
his'Arfival. 

J&f^. True, while I am pent up in this curred 

cavern, but how you got my ftory, I 

' Spa. No matter! I could let you out of this 
ttrfed cavern. 

Alpb. And will you ? 

^J>a. Ah, our trap-d©or above requires a gold- 
en k*y. 

Alpb. Your comrades have not left me a piaf- 
trt;'' " 

^ ^^. Will you give me an order on your fa- 
ttier^ bahk for fifty pieces, and Til let you out ? 

Alpb. You Ihall have it. 

Spa. A bargain. I'll fecure your efcape. 



^'i-\h 



M'titer Don CjEsar, {bebind). 



' !b(W C. How*s this ! 

Spa. TLQnixd%y the Captain Ramirez! {aftde) 
Xye,* you dog, ril fecure you from an efcape ! 
Do you think Td fet you at liberty t^ithout the 
Captain's orders? Betray my truft for a bribe! 
What the devil do you take me for ? {in ajeeming 
ragey Oh, Captain, I didn't fee you. 

Don C. What's the matter ? 

Spa. Nothing, only our prifoner here was 
miftaken in his man — that's all. Let you efcape, 
indeed! 

Alpb. Here's a rafcal ! 

Spa. Rafcal ! D'ye hear him ? he has been 

<i2 abufing 
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abufing me this half hour, becaiife I would fiot 
convey him out without your Igiowlcdge* Oh, 
what oflFers he did make me ! but' my integrity 
is proof againft Gallions^ Efcurials, Peru's, a&d 
Mexico's. 
Don C. Begone inftantly to your comrades. 

Senor, no occafion to tamper mth my compa^ 
nions; you fliall owe your liberty to iK)ne but 
me. Some particulars of your ftory,i which^I 
had from Spado^ have engaged me in yoiH" iHte-r 
reft — to be free, up in the open auj would you 
venture — ha, ha, ha !■ — not afraid of a fprinklct 
of rain or a flafh of lightning--^no, ncr. Well, 
without confulting my brethren here,^ as foon a^ 
they fally forth. Til convey you lo the cottage 
of the vines, belonging to the peasant Philippoy 
not far from Don Scipio^s caftle; thtere you may 
re(l in fafety to-night, and— — 

Alph. Ah, Captain ! no reft for me. 

Don C. Look ye Senor, I am a ruffian, jper^ 
haps worfe, but venture to truft me — A pick- 
lock may be u fed to get at ^ treafure— rdoa'c wilh 
to know more of me than I now chufe to tell 
you, but if your mjftrefs loves you as well ae 
you feem to love her, to-morr6w night (he's 
yours. 

jilpb. My good friend! ^ 

Don C. Now for Philippo — ^I don^t fuppofe 
you wilh to fee any of our work -^bve, ha, 
ha, ha ! — Well, well, I was once a lover, but 
now 



AIR. 
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AIR.— Dow C§/ir. 

On by the fpur of valour goaded, 
Piftols prim'd and carbines loaded* 
Courage ftrikes on hearts of fteel ; 
While each fparfc 
Through the dark 
Gloom of night. 

Lends a clear and cheering light, 
Whp; a fear or doubt can feel f 

Like ferpents now, through thickets creeping^ 
Then on our prey, like lions, leaping ! 
Calvette to the onfet lead us, 
Let the wandVing traveler dread n$ ! 
/Struck with terror ai^d amaze. 

While our fwords with lightning blaze, {TUmnJer) 
Thunder to oui carbines roaring, 
Buriling clouds in torrents pouring. 
Each' a free and roving blade^ 
Pur5'a free and roving trade. 
To the onfet let's away. 
Valour calls, and we obey, [Exeunt. 



maM 



•1,'ri. 



SCENE II. 

V i." ' ; \ ■ .1 • , 

^Foreji^ (a Jlarmy night). , 

Enter Fk i^ n an do . 

'Fer* Fedrillo I {calling) What z^ dreadful 
mght^ and horrid place to be benighted in ! Pe-, 
idrillo ! — I fear I've loft my fervant, but, by the 
pace I rode fince 1 left Ecceija, Don Scipo's caf- 
tie can't be very far diftant — -this was to have 
been n^y wedding night, if I arrived there— and 
as for my charming bride— Yet I cannqt regret 

my 
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my reparation from beauties, that I can o 
imagine. 

r 
t 

Serenely fmooth the moments run. 
With him, who from his natal hour> 
Has ne'er beheld the fplendid Sun, 
Nor fovereign Nature's genial power. 

But by the bolt of Jove flruck blind. 
Thus ihut from every ray of light. 
What poignant grief o'ercafb his mind* 
Who once hath known the joys of Sight. 

But what keeps Pedrillo, Pedrillo ! Pedril 
(calling) 

Fed. (within) Sir ! 

Fer. Where are you ? 

Fed. Quite aftray, Sin 

Fer* This way. 

Enter Pedrillo, (groping). 

Fed. Any body's way, for I have loft my o^ 
— Do yoti fee me, Sir ? 

Per. No, indeed! (lightning) 

Fed. You iaw me then. Sir. (thmder) Ah, t 
muft frighten the mules, they'll break their b 
dies ; I tied the poor beafts to a tree. 

Fer. Well, we may find 'em in the mornir 
if they efcape the banditti which I am told i 
feds this foreft. 

Fed. Banditti ! (a Jhot without) Ah ! we J 
dead men. 

Fer. Somebody in trouble! 

Fed. No, fomebody's troubles are over. 

Fer. Draw, and follow me. 

F 
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Ped. Lord, Sir! ha'ot we troubles enough of 

our own ? 

Fer. Follow ! who can deny affiflance to his 
fellow-creature in diftrefe ? {draws) [Exit.* 

Ped. What fine creatures thefe gentlemen are ! 
But for me, I afn a poor, mean fervant — fo Til 
ev*n take my chance with the mules. 

AIR.—Pedrillo. 

A mailer I have, and I am his man# 

Galloping^ dreary, dun. 
And he'll get a wife as fall as he can. 

With a haily, gaily, gambo raily. 
Giggling, niggling. 
Galloping galloway, draggle tail, dreary dun* 

I Addled his deed Co fine and fo gay. 

Galloping, dreary dun, 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away* 

With our haily, &c. 

We canter'd along until it grew dark, 

G^llo{Hng> dreary, dun. 
The nightingale fung inllead of the lark. 

With her. Sec. 

We met with a friar, and aik'd him our way. 

Galloping, dreary, dun. 
By the Lord, fays the friar, you're both gone aftray. 

With your, &c. 

Our journey, I fear, will do us no good. 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 
> We wander alone, like the babes in the wood^ 
With our, &c. 

My mailer is fighting, and I'll take a peep. 

Galloping, dreary, dun. 
But now I think bettci^ I'd better go fleep. 

With my, &c. ISxit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE Illi 

A thicker part of the for eft. Larffs tree and Jlone 

crofs near the front. 

Enter Spado, runs round terrified, and climbs inti 

the tree. 

Enter Don Scipto; attacked by Sakguino, Rapi- 

NO, and Calvette. 

»-. ^ . . ■ . . .^ j 

Sang. Now, Rapino, \q^ ofE his iword-amj. 

Don S. Forbear ! there's my purfe. {throws it 
down} ^ ' 

Sangi W\rt\ 

Spa . . Cp^epmg from the ir^e) No, don't fire. 

Sang. I am woundad, hew him to pieces! {as 
Don Scipi64s nearly (roerpe^ered) 

. Enter Fbun ani>o. 

. • '. ■:■■' ■ .: . . ■ '■ ' '. 

Fer. H^J what murderous ruffians ! (engages the 
Banditti who precipitately difperje fetueral wtffs} , j. 

Spa. Hplloa ! t!he j^reft , i^ furrounci?p ,witt 
Inquifitors, Algiiazils, Corrigidorcs, lEiajagmeo, 
and holy fathers. * , .^ i : / > _, ^ 

Don S. dh, I hav'at fought fo mwb^ t%fe 
twenty years. 

Spa. Eh, we have loft the, fieU, iHJyfed d^^^k ; 
tho' I think I .c<?%jld perceive but one mswi qome 
to the relieiF of our old Don here. \ 

Don.S. Hat ^^{x^e^^rp yof , 3en(Mr ? appigoach 
my brave deliverer. \^^^,,. ., \ ^ 

Spa. So here's a vi<StofyiwdnobQ^ 
H! I think ril go down ^nd pick up the laurel. 
(Jefcends) I'll take the. merit of this exploit, I 
Inay get fomething by it. 

Don 
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Don S. t long to thtnk^ €m!ir^ce^ worfiap this 
generous ftranger it tny goardian angel. 

Spa. (ajide) I may pais for this angel in tbe 
dark— Villains, fcoundrels ! robbers, to attack an^ 
honefl: gentleman ! but I made the dogs fcam« 
per ! {vapouring) 

DonS- Oh, dear! this is^my preferver ! 

Spa. Who's there? Oh,' you arc the wor-^ 
thy gentleman I refcued from thefe rafcal ban- 
ditti. 

DonS. Noble, valiant ftranger— I— 

Sfa. No thaaics, Seoor, I have fav'd your lift 
and a good adioti rewards itfelf« 

DonS. A gallant fellow faith~£h, as wdlts 
I could diftinguidi in the dark, you look'd much 
taller juft now ? {lofkiHg chfe at him) 

Spa. When I was fighting ?' true, anger raifes 
me — I always appear fis foot in a paffion ; be« 
fidts my hat and plume added to my height. 

BonS. {by accident treading wni he fmfi) Hey^ 
the rogues nave run off without my purft too. / 

Sfia.Oi ho! (4^rf^>— What, I have lav'd 
your ptxt& ' 4* ^cll as your precious life ! 
W^.'diip0OrMlow, I inn the luckieft dog in 
altSi4tt:^ 

DenS. Poor! Good ftiefid) accept it as a 
ffttkll t6l^ of my gf atitudi. 

^a. Nay, dear Sir! 

mt 5. Yoii fliall tike it. 

'^a.Wrdil am fo aukwanl at taitng a pnrfe^ 
{takes it) 

DoHS. Hey", if I' could find toy cane too 
I dropt it fomewhpre hereabouts When I drew to 
(idtnd mfMf. (io^khig about) 

Spa. Zotiiids! I fancy htfti^ tOtH^ the real con-^ 

Vol* I. K qucror 
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queror — no matteff-^Vi gpt the fpqlls of Uie 

field. {ajid$cbinh$thepurfe^^utiresy. 

Dim S. Ah, my amber-beaded cane! {Jiill laok^ 
ing about) 

Ffr. Thevillians^! 

DonS. Ayr )^Da made 'em % Kkc pig^Qn|^ 
my little game-^cpck ! ^^ .;^^ 

Fer. Oby I fancy tbisvis t^gciUlcmati^W 
was attacked. Not burt, I hope^ Sir, 





-■■ A i 



Don S. No, Tq) a tot^b old :blai^^v-T;-w»i^ 
gad£or well tbougbt oo?^fe^ if tbere'3 a riiogloa 



thepurfe, it*$a reUck of my 4^cea$'4 lad^^.^^^^ 
with fome regret I aft: you to return it. 

i5?r* Return what, jSir? ; 

Bon S. A ring you'll jBnd on Ae pu|ie« 

Fer. RiB^j^nd ptwfc I really ^ Sir, t doi^'trlfiu 
d^rftandyou^ . ^ j ^ ^h^ V 

Dm S. Well, wdl,. no na^tter-.-^ P^^^i^ 
fellow? (^0 o 



• ft. 



/.' 



Fer^ The old Kntlema^ iuw bc^ W - 

h willing that I AtoVll^ reujfilf^rfe his iGflfes.^ 
(aftde) ^ / V '4 

Don S., }t grom» Ugl^tev: I thiqk I can diC 
tinguilh the path I Ipli^fpllow me^ my hero, and 
"^ going /uddenlj turns and hoks Jiedfajily at Fer^ 
nanao.) Zounda, Senpr^ t Jbope you are not in 
a iia$oxi, for I tliijftk you look fix foot high 
again. ,,._.•; ^ ., .,^,^.1 

Fer. A ftr^nge, mad old fellow this! (^^0 

Don S. Thcfe rafcals may rally, fo come 
along to my caftle,- and my daughter Victoria 
fliall welcome the preferver of her father* 

Fcr^ 



Fer. Your datigHtiir, Viftotfa f Then, perhaps. 
Sir, 70U ate'Doii BbYpip; idy liitended father-in* 
law ? 

J>m 5!. Eh ! Why! is it poffible that you can 
be my expefted fen, Fernando? 

Ftr. The fatric. Sir, and wis on my journey 
to your Caftle when benighted in the foreft here, 

DmS. Oh, my dear boyi [embraces him^ 
Hatnit'if mean of him trf takeiiiy ptxrfe t\ii^ — 
(4^«) Ah, Feroando, you ^^e rcfolvy to 
touch%xbe of 'your wifc*jsi fortune before-hand. 

pon$. Huflk! Yqu Ha^e the money and 
i^ep^t: ayei and thering^tob ; I'm glad it's not 

fotie iittt df ibfe fetoily-i-Hery, it giibws lighter-i* 
;ome! ' ' • - '{ • '■■• • 

Fer. My rafcal PedriUo is fairn afleep fom^ 
where, (a whifttek^^ibo^^ 

DonS. No> we'r^ not fif6 here^^Coitie then, 
my dear — brave vaiiant-~Curs*d paltry to takje 
^y )parfc tho*; (i^.) ^- -^ [Exeunt. 

Spa. {who had hen liftening^ advances.) &> 
tbati ouii;* old gentleiinan is fsither to Vifkoiia, my 
youngi^ttkef Alphonfe^s miftrefs, and the other 
IS Fernando his dreaded rival— this is the firft 
time they ci^iT few each other too.*— —He has a 
fcryatit to^ aijd his liameTedriBb— a thought, 
(hikes me,'if I couU by crofs paths hut get to 
the «(ac btffo I'd raife a moft delicious 

cdttimotibn^In ttoublAd waters 1 throw iny 
fiihing-hook — {JVhifile witbm.) Excufe me, gen* 

Vmcngag'd; ^ 

[J?^/> oppofite Jide. 
R i SCENE 
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SCENE IV; 

■ - f > 

An apmrnrnt in Ook Spipio'4 c^U^ 
^nt€r VicrovkiA and CATAit^A. 

Cai. Nay 9 dear madam, do not fuhmit to ff 
ifito the nunnery^ 

Vic. But,. Catalina, my fathfErdfike^-lihouId 
take the veil, and a parent's voice is tbe Ci^ of 
lieavcnl 

> Qa. |lc4v'n! Well, tho* the fellows fwear 
Vm an angel, this world is good eoopgb for me 
-—Dear Ma'm, I wifh I €om4 buit ojcTce fcfsyou 
jplove« • , y, r 

Vic. Heigh ho ! Catilina, I wonder wliiat i^f^ 
of ffqHlfman this Don Fern?ndo i^, whp 19 qon? 
ty^oed IP ine^ 9nd honrly expe%d 2^t tj^e ca0k|| 

Cat. A beautiful man, 1 warrant«^Bi^ft^ M^iQm 
ypur'e not to have him» Huttil Pa^e Ifabei, 
not conteqt with making your father by flj^bl^ 
and ilUufage, force your brother, poor Don C^far, 
to run about the world^n the I^rd knows what 
wild courfeSf but fhe now has perfyaded th^ ol4 
gentleman to pafs her daughter on Dpn ^Fe^iando 
for you— ^There, yonder 8ie is flaunting, fo be» 
jeweirdand berplum'd— Well, if I was you, they 
might take my birth^right — but my buibaod-^ 
take my man«— the deuce ihould take them firil ! 
Ah, no ! if I ever do go to heav'n I'll h^vp a 
finart lad in my company. 3end you to a nun-r 
nery ! 

Vic. Was my fond mother alive lT-Catilina,my 
father will certainly marry tbi$ Dame llabel i 

lam 



I am now aq a£fil to Us affeftions^ bereft of 
every joy and evefyr hope^ i ibtU quit the world 
withoi^t a fi|^h. 



/itK^Viaoriai 



4 t-». .-- 



Ai^, foBkHe, take i^^Ct^, \ 

My griefs Pllunbofein to tHcet 
,rc tEack^gh llKpu cai^'ft gently if«lf ci^ 
Tiy frlence is mafic to me. 



f . -. -• t 



ifl^f^ km mj A^Qiieimy Amg% 

> ForpesLce let me fly tbe gay throngs 
Tp fone^i my (oxxo^s 1 fing 
Yet forrow's the theme of my fong* 






. n . 



~ Ctff. Pd quit ibid cafile as foon as ever Donna 
Vidoria enters a nunnery — Shall I go with her? 
|96> iwa^ nevelr made for a n\]n~'Aye, I'll back 
to the vipciyard, aUd if iny fweelheart Philifipe^ 
ss'as £^nd a$i evdr, wbokno^sM^l was his queeiii 
ixf all the girls^ tho^ she charming youth was 
the guibtr^ flute,' iiddle and hautboy of our 
ttUige/ 



*,iM, 
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AIR. '^Catilina. 

Zik(^ my clear Twain, ho youth you'd fee 
t5Q Wythe, Wgayi (o full of glc^. 
Jjk all our village who but he 

A \ To foot it upt fQ featly--t 

His lute to heaf. 

From fai* and near* 

Ea^h female came, 

j^otk girl and daine* 

And all his boon 

for every tune. 

To id6 them round fo fweetly 



/ 
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While round hiavm the joctnui rkg. 
We msfkhly imi^^ lie'd play or -fin^^ 
Of XDMyp the youth was chofeh king 

He caught our ears fo neatlf . 

•Such xnuiic rare> 

In his guitar. 

But touch his flute 

The crowd was mute. 

His only boon 

For every tune. 

To kifs tts round fo fweetly. it&fi. 






Enter VasqueZi introducing Spad^ 



ni 
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' Vaf. rU inform dame Ifabel, Sir — pleaie to 
watt a moment. [Emt Viafqnez. 

Spa. Sir ! — ^This dame Ifabel is, it Teems, a wi- 
dow-gentlewoman^ whom Don Sdpia %& ^« 
tain'd ever fince the death of his ladf, as fifiM^e^s^ 
diredrefi over his family^ has ftidi an afcendahcfr 
hare, that flie has even prevailed on him/ to drive 
his ownfon out of his houfe, and/ ha, ha, ha ! is 
now drawing the old Don into a mati^onial 
noofe, ha, ha, ha ! I am told, rules the rdaft here 
in the caftle — ^Yes, yes, flie's my mark-^Hemf 
Now for my ftory, but my fcheme is up if I tell 
a fingle truth — Ah, no fear of that.— Oki; this 
way me moves— 

Enter Dame Isabel and VAsqusZi 

4' 

If. Pon Scipio not returned ! A footifii old 
man, rambling about at this time^c^m^ht! 
Stay, Vafquez, where's this ftrange, ugly, l^tl^ 
fellow you faid wanted to fpeak with me? 

Vaf {confufed.) Ifl^adam, I did not iay ugly-— 
Sfa. Nom9tter» young man«i»^Hem ! 

[Exit Vafqnez. 
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If. Well, $ii^ , 1^7 who are y OQ? 

Spa. {bawipg ob^qumfy.) Madanij Ihaye the 
honoar to be confidential fervant and fecretaiy 
to Don Juanj» father to Don Fernando de Zelva. 

If. Don Fernando ! Heav'ns ! is he arrived ? 
Here/ Vafquezy Lopez^ Diego I (calling.) 

3fa. Hold^ madam ; he is not arriy'd ! Moft 
iagacious lady^ pleafe to lend your attention for a 
few moments to an affair of the higheft impor- 
tance to Don Scipio's family. My young mafter 

iscomin^fT^ i^ 
ir. Well, Sir ! 

o/tf« Incog. 

J^ Incog! 

Sfa* Madam, you i&all hear-»(/^^^) Now for 
a Jie !Mf«a'th rp^mt^ piftolefr-^The morning before 
bjif^^^pK)^ ^alls me into Im 

clotty and Ihutting the door^ Spado^ fays he» 
]^QU)know this obitinate lather of mine has en- 
gfg'd me CO marry a lady I have neverieen, and 
^^mprroff^, by his order 1 fet out for Don Scipio 
her £i|her'8 c^Ie, for that purpofe; but, fays 
k^ J^fiking his breaft ivith one hand, cwifting 
ki8 mufiachios with the other, and turning up 
Ujs. ey0f~.if ^ when I fee her, flie don't hit my 
fancy— ril not marry her, by the — ~- ! ! I 
ihan't mention his oath before you, madam. 

If. No, pray don't, Sin 

Spa. Therefore, fays he, I defign to drefs Pe- 
dpilo, my ^rch dog of a valet, in a fuit of my 
clothes, aiictlielhall peribnate me at Don Scipio's 
cafile, ,w]^ I, in a livery, pafs for him — If I 
like the Ipdy^ I refume my own character, and 
take her iiand^ if not, the defceit continues/ and 
Pcdrillo weds Donna Vi&oria^ juft to warn pa- 
rental 



lit ^ifk tiktrt^ ^^Miiism. 

rental tyraiiiiy hbw h da)*cl to dip i^ itfian^ge 
•tirithdiit idohiwtin^ (mt* incKratiQnfc^ ^ 

If. Herft*S i difcavcry I fo tben^ it'^ my poor 
chird th^t lUltft haV6 M'n hitathis(nfti1er-(^^.) 
Weir, gc)odSrr! 

Sfa. Atid^ 4c6ntitiued he Spado, 1 ippqint 
you my trUfty fpy in this {Xni Scipio'i family; 
to cover Our defigns, let it be afccret tibatyeu 
belbiig tb ilie, and I fbinh feem eten td know 
you— iYttUMl eatily get a footing in the famfly, 
fays he. by impofing fome lie or othef, upoa 9 
foolifli woman I'm told is in the caftle, D4me 
Ifabel, I think they caU her. 
• If, He (hall find Vm not fo eafily impos'd 
Upon. ' ' 

Spa. I raid fo, madam rfaysl, a lady of E^me 
Ifabel's wtfdom muft foon find me out were I to 
tell her a lie. 

I/., Ay, that I fhould, Sir. 

Faf. Oh, Madam ! my matter is retura'4 a&d 
l)on Fernando dc Zelvi with UtaJ 

If. Don Fernando! Oh, then^ thii i» the 
valet, but Til give him a welcome with a ven- 
geance! ' ^ 

Sf>a. Hold, Madafti 1 Suppofe for a little fport, 
you feem to humour the deteit; onjy to fee how 
the fellow afts his part, he*ll play the gentleman 
very well I warrant ; he is an excelleat mlmi^i 
for, you muft know. Ma'am, thijs Pedrillo's ano- 
ther was a Gypfy, bis father a Merry Andrew to 
a Mountebank, and he bimfelf five years Trum- 
peter to a company of Strdlling Playera* , 

If. So, 



* tf. S^> J wa^ lifetly td have rhopeful fon-in- 
[aw— Good Sir, we are eternally indebted to you 
for this timely notice of the ixnpofition. ' 

Spa. I have dotte the: cbmnion duties of an^ ho- 
faeft man— I have been long in the^ family and 
cati*t fee'my mafter mike ftrch a fool of himfelf 
Whout endeavouring to prevent any mifchance 
ift con^utfnce. 

if. Dfear Sir, T befeech you be at home under 
rtii$ r^f, pfay be free, and want for nothing the 
hcmft affords. 

Sjf>a. (b^ws.) Good Madam' TH want for no- 
thing I can lay my fingers on. {afide.y 
.^ I' {Exit Spado.) 

If. Heaven*s ! what an honeft foul it is ! what 
aludky difcovery ! Oh, here comes my darling 
pAV 

Enter Lorenza, (magnificently drefs'd^) 



Lor. Oh, cara Madre ! See, behold I — Can .1 
fail of captivating Don Fernando ? Don't Hook 
'charming? 

If. Why, Loretiza, I muft fay the toilet has 
dbiie it's 1*131;^, I'm glad to fee you in fuch fpirits, 
my deaf' child! ' 

X^r. S|)iritsl qver gay, ever fprightly, chear^ 
fill as a lark — but, my dear mother — 

j^ Mother! Hufh, my love \ you forget you 
are now to pafs for Donna Viftoria, Don Scipio's 
>Jaiigfiter i and for that purpofe, I had yau 
br©nghtfrom Italy — ^It feems your young Ma- 
drid Lover, Alphonfo too, thioks you Victoria, 
but you muft forget him, child. 

Lbr. Yes — but how fhall I forget my Florence 
I^pver, my dear Ramirez ? I love him, Alphonfa 

vojL, I. s • laves 
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loves me, aod here far the hke of Eortone mud 
I give my hand to this Don Fernando, when there 
can't poffibly be any lave on eitbo: fide. 

^ Ii'equcfti my dear, you'll not think of this 
Ramirez— *v'n from your own account of him^^ 
he.mqft be a perfoa of moft difiblute principles^'^ 
fortunately he knows you only by your name of 
Lorenza, I hope he won't find you out here- 

Lor. Then, farewell, loving AlphoBfo-—AdirtJ, 
belov'd Ramirez I in obedience to your cotti* 
mands, Madam, I ihall accept of thk Don.Fer- 
nando; and as a hufband, I will love him if T 
can— 

AIR Lorenza^ 

Love I gayillufioii! 
Plcaiing deluiion. 
With fweet intrufion, 
Poflcfles the inind# 

•. Love with love i^ec ting - 

Paffion is fleeting ; 
Vows in repeating - 

We truft to the wind. 






Faitli to &ith blighted. 
Love may be plighted > 
Hearts often flighted 

Will ceafe to be kind. 



jE/T/rr Vasqj;ez# 



A 



Faf. Madam— my mafter and Don Fernando* 
If. Has Don Fernando a fervaht With him ? . 
Vaf. No Madam. 
If. Oh, when he comes, take notice of him. 

Enter 




m f£fflfifr DoM Scipio ii»i Fe unando. 

DonS. Oh, my darling dame^ and my delicate^ 
daughter^ biefs your fiars that you fee poor Scipio 
aliye ^gain««-BdioId' my ibn-in^awand thepre« 
fervcr of my life — Don Fernando, there's your: 
f{k>u(e^ and this 1$ Donna Ifabella, a lady of vaft 
merit, of which my heart is fenfible. 

jpr^^^' Madam! (/a/ktes IfitbeUa.J 

^ What an impudent fellow! {afide.y 

DonS. Dear Fernando, you arc as welcome 
io this caftle as flattery to a lady, but there ike 
is — bill and coo — embrace, carrefs her. 
(Ferdinand falutes Lorenza.) 

Lor. If I had acver feen Ramirez, I fhould 
think the man tollerable enough ! ififide) 

Don S, Ha ! ha ! this ihall be the happy night 
—Eh Dame Ifabel, by our agreement, before 
the lark Ungs I (ake pofleilton of this noble tene-^ 
ment. 

Fer. Don Scipio, I hop'd to have the honour* 
of feeing your fon, 

Don S. My fon ! Who, Cxfar ? Oh, Lord ! 
JHe '<- — He was a — turn'd out a profligate— -Sent 
htm to Itily — ^got into bad company-^don't know 
"whafb become of him-^My dear friend, if you 
>vould not offend nie, never itiention Csefar 
in my hearing. Egad — Eh, my dainty dame^ is 
not Don Fernando a fine fellow ! 

J/. Yes, he's well enough for a trumpeter. 

Dan S. Trumpeter! (with furprife) what do 
you mean by that? Oh, becaufe L found his 
praife; but. Madam, he's a cavalier of noble 
birth, title, fortune^ and valour 

if. Don ScipiO) a word if you pl^afe. 

[fahs him ajid^y 
% % t«r. 
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Z). Scipio, 



Tedrilh. 



ftmatuh. 



Lorenfca, 



D. Sctflo 
Lorenza. 



J), Scipio, 



Tedrillo. 
D, Siipiot 
Pedrdlo. 

^ /). Scipio, 
P^drillo 
D. Scipio. 
Pedrilh. 

' D. Scipio, 
PfdriUo. 
D. Scipio, 
hdriilo. 
Loren^a. 
Fernando, 
D Scipio. 

Fernando. 
fedrilU 



AIR,~C>UINTETTO; 

Scnor! {toPedrilh) 
Your Wits muft be keener. 
Our prudence to elude. 
Your fine plot, 
Tho* fo.pat, 
Wtll do you little good. 
My fine plot ! 
I'm a fot, 

l( I know what 
Thefe gentlefolks are at^ 
Paft the perils of the night, 

Tempefts, darknefs, rude alarms ; 
Phccbos rifes clear and bright. 
In the luftre of your charms. 
O, charming, I declare. 
So polite a cavalier I ' 
He underftands the duty. 
And homage due to beauty. 
Bravo ! ,0 bravifilmo ! 
Caro ! O cari^imo \ 
How fweet his honey words. 

How noble is his mien! 
Fine feathers make fine birds. 
The footman's to be feen. 
But both deferve a bafiing ! 
Since morning J've been falling. 
' Yet I could laugh for anger^ r 

Oh, I could cry for hnnger. ' 
I could laugh. 
I could cry. 
I could quaff. 
So could I. 

Ha, ha, ha ! I'm in a fit. 
Oh, I could pick a little bit. 
Ha, ha, ha ! 
Oh, oh, »h! 
A very pleafant party ! - 

A whimiical reception ! ' v 

A whfimfical deception [ 
But mailer ap4 man accept a welcome ,h« 
Accept our thanks fmcere, fpr fuch a weU 
hearty. 

E^^D 05 Act I. 



\ 
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ACT II. 



i< ■ iii^i 



SCEN]£ L 

V, 

An Apartmevt in the Caftle. 
ErUerDoii Caesar (itiith precaution,^ 

Don C;^sar., 

Thus far I've got into the Ciftle unperceived 
— I'm certain Sanguino means the old gentle- 
man a mifchief, which nature bids me endea* 
vour to prevent. I faw the rafcal flip in at the 
poftern below; but >vhere can he have got to! 
(Aflidin^ funnel opens in the wain/cot^ Enter thro* 
//SanguIxVo) Yes, yonder he iflues like a rat 
or a fpider. — How now, Sanguino !. 
• Sang. Captain Ramirez ! 

DonC. On enterprize without my know- 
ledf^c ! What's your bufinefs^ here ? 

Sang. Revenge! Look— (^^wj ajlilletto.) if 
I meet Don Scipio— - 

Don 




|J5 ^E CASTLfe 01^ ANi)ALUSiA. 

Dm C. i cdiiitiitnd you to quit your pur^^ 
pd(e. 

Sdng. What, 116 fatisfadion for th^ wound 
bft night, and lofc rtiy booty too ! 

DonC. Your wound was chance^^^Put up— ► 
Wc fliall have noble booty herc^ and that's our 
bufinefs — But you fcem to know your ground 
here, Sanguino? 

Sang, I was formerly Mafter of the Horfc to 
Count D'Olivi the laft refident, fo am well zc-^ 
quainted wiih the galleries, lobbies, windings, 
turnings, and every feCret lurking place in the 
caftle. 

BonC. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I have, hope p*cr 
our booty bere^ we can afibrd to laugh at paft 



dangers* 



AIR.— Do« Cafar. 



As Koiheward from thtf neighboring fairj 

His grain well foki, difpeli'd his care, 

Withjocoundhaiic the thrifty fwain ' 

Tripj o'er the mead and fkims the plaini^ 

He ftops ! He views— .Oh, dire artiazcl 

His ftoCk, his cottage all a blaze I J / ^ 

But haft'ning on he looks arou»d. 

The heat Vs On fire— to clear his ground* 
liis joviai friends to liieet him come. 

To thaunt the cheerful welcome home ; ^ 

With heart-felt joy the found he kearsji 

And lattjhs away his foimer fears. 

I mift Spado at the mufter this mcrt'diftg—did 
be quit the cave with you ? 

Spa. {without) As furc as I'm alive it*s faft* 
§ir,— 

Don C. Isn't that his voice ? I 

S^ft£. 



\ 
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S^m-. ImjpoffiUe ! ^ 

' Enter boN Sctpto' afiSt St aOcj: "^^ "^ 



ir^, 



[pknS. Yes, Tvc heard of fuch plafcb; but 
jfptt fay youVe tieeii in the cive^ wWe thefe 
!H^lan> baadttti live ? 

/iS^nMoft certainly, fir; fofir aftet hmviiigf 
l^6wd &ie of fiviB huiidred doubloons, the wick- 
ea rb&n^ bkrbaroufly ftripp'd^ tied me neck and 
lifie¥4 tlbrew me acrpfs a mule; like a fack 
drc^, and led me blindfold to their infernal 
i;avern. ^ 

:^;Mij;poor^f 

Spa* There, Sir, in this ikulking hole the 
villains lire in all manner of debauchery, and 
dart out upon the innocent traveller like beafti 
<tf prey^ 

DohS. Oh, . the tyipers I juft fo they fattened 
upon me U&, night, but your fellow fervant 
Bedrillo, our iham Fernando, made 'em run 
like hares; I gave* him my purfe for his 
trouUi tho'. 

Sfa* And he took it ! what a mean fellow ! 
—you ought not to have ventured out un* 
arm'd — ^I always take a blunderbufs when I go 
iqK>n the road~>the rafcal banditti are mod pi« 
tiful cowards* 

Don S. What a glorious thing to deliver thefe 
reprobates into the hands of juftice. 

Spa. Ah; Sir, 'twould* be a bleffed affair — 
Oh, rd hang 'em up like mad dogs ! 

DonS. Well, you fay you know the cave? 

Spa^ Yt^j yes, Iflipp'd the handkerchief from ' 
jny eyes and took a peep, made particular ob^ 

VOL.1. T fcrva- 
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fervations of the fpot ; fo get a ftrong guardi^ 
and I'll lead you to (he very trap door of their 
deo. 

Don S. then we'll furprize them, and you'll 
have the prayers of the whole country^ my ho-* 
neft friend. 

Spa. Heav'n knows. Sir, I have no mo- 
tives for this difcovery but the publick good, fa 
I expeA the country will order me a hundred 
piftoles as a.reward for my honefty. 

Don C Here's a pretty dog ! (apart.) 

Sang, Ay, ay, he han't long to live. 

(apart.) 

Don 5. An hundred piftoles ! , 

Spa. Sir, have an eye upon their Captain a^ 
they call him, he's the moil; abandoned, impu- 
dent, profligate — (fuddenly turning fees Don Caefar, 
wlwjhews a piJioLJ Captain did I fay. {terrified.} 
Oh, no ; the Captain's a very worthy good na- 
tur'd fellow— I meant a fcoundrel, who thinks 
he ought to be Captain, one Sanguino, the 
moft darings wicked and bloody villain that— 
(turning- the other way perceives Sanguino with a 
piftoL) but indeed^ I found Sanguino an honefl; 
good natured fellow too— (w/V^ increafed terror) 

Don S* Hey, a bloody, wicked, honeft, good- 
natur'd fellow ? what is all this ? 

Spa. Yes ; then. Sir, I thought^ I faw thefe 
two gentlemen, and at that inftant, I thought 
they looked fo terrible, that with the fright, X 
awoke. , 

Don S. Awoke ! what then, is all this but a 
dream you have been telling me ? 

' Spa. Ay, fir, and the moft frightful dream I 
ever had in my life. Fm at this inftant fnght'n-. 

ed out of my wits, 

Don 
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Bon 5. You do look fri^hten'd indeed— poor 
man ! I thought this cave was — 

Spa. Don't mention the cave or I faint-^ 
heigho ! 

En^ef VasquezJ 

^^ Dame Ifebel would fpeak with you, 
fir. 

Don S. Ill wait on her. 

Spa. Yes I'll wait on her. (going hajiily.) 

Bon S. You ! flie don't want you. 

Spa. Dear Sir» (he can't do without me at this 
time. [Exit Don Scipiom 

I come, {goings) 

Don C. No you ^^y.^ripulh him back.) 

Spa. Ah, my dear Captain. {affeSlingfurprize 
and joy.) What, and -thy little Sanguino tool 
Who could of thought of your finding me out 
here ! 

Don C. Yes ; you are found out. 

Spa. Such difcoveries as I-liave made in the 
caftle!— 

Don C. You're to make difcoveries in the foroft 
too. 

Sang. Our cave ! 

Spa. Oh, you bverheard that ! Didn't I hum 
the old fellow fineljr ? Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sang. And for ycSur reward, traitor, take this 
to your heart. ' [Offers tojlah him. 

Don. C. Holdj Sanguino 

Spa. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ftay ! What the 
devil — So here, I can't run a jeft upon a filly old 
man, but I muft be run thro* with a ftiletto i 

Don 

T a 



^ 



Dm.C. Come, Spado> con^cfs what really 
brought you her€, 

• &pap jBufiaefs, sny dear Sir, . bufincfs, all in 
our own way too, for I defign'd to let every man 
of you into the caftle this very night, when all 
the family are \^ bisdi apd plunder's the word— 
Oh, fuch a delicious booty ! pyramids of plate^ 
Irags pf gold« and tit(lis cbeft$ of digmoflds I 

Sang. Indeed! 

Spa. Sanguino, look at that xlofet« 

Sang. W0U! 

Spa. A glprjovis priaie ! 

Sang. Incieed ! 

Spa. §13^ chefts of mafly plate ! Look^ only 
look into the clofet ; wait here a momqn(^ apd 
ril fetc^ % ina(ler4(ey that 0iaU open eTery one 
of them. 

Do^ C. Hey ! t.^ t*s fff tbofe cheftsu 

Sojjg. Mafly plate^! Quick, quick, the maifter 
key» 

Spa. ril fetch it. 

Sang. Tio^ but n^al^e hafl:e, Spado# 

Spa. I will, my dear boy. 

l^Exit SmguinomtoJibtck/ef. 
My good — ^honeft— Oh, you two thieves ! (qfihJ) 

\Exit Spado. 

BonG, Yes,; Vli avail myfclf of the power|my 
influence over our Banditti has put into my 
hands I* this night ihalj give me pofleflioA of the 
caftle ; rH fee if terror can't reftore^ that right a£ 
which injuftice has deprived me— perform my 
promife to Alphonfb, quit my honeft compani- 
^ qgs— carr,y my fpoil to Florence, and. with nay 
fon(| little Lorei^za enjoy tlxe delights of love and 
competence. 



me-enter SAnguiKo; 
Sdiig. A Valuabte botity, 1 dare fay, CiJ?- 

Don C. {Looking in.) Ay, to judge by the 
form of the chefts they do feem full of clumfy old 
plate. 

Sang. If we can but convey it off. 

2>^ S. Yes. but I infift, Sanguino, no more 
of the poniard. 

Sang. It's actethM— finough— But, Captain, 
if this little fafcal, Spado, ihould turn infonnel 
and difcover usi-—-^ 

DonS. {without) TU be with 'you prefent!/. 
Dame. 

BmC. hyii2cfy a ^^tf^ to your lurking 
place. 

Sang. Yes, ^^es, thofe pregnant ch^fls muft be 
deHvered^ 

\jhey haftily retire into fanneU 

Enter Don Scipio. 

'Bon S. NovO', Spado, I— hey, where is mj^ 
little dteathetr ? but why is this door open ; this 
dofeft contains many valuables— Why will the^ 
leayelt open ? Let's fee— (^c^j into the clofet.) 



' o^ 



Enter %?kX^o (with a portmanteau.) 

Spa. {ds entering.) I have no key — How- 
ctfer I have ftorn Don Fernando's portman« 
teau' aS a peace offering for thefe two rat 
cals! {lays it on table.) Are you there! What 
a pity the coming of my fellow- rogues ! 
I Aould have had the whole caftle to my- 

fclf 
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felf — Oh, what .a charmiog feat of work £of 
a man of my ind\jLQ.TYT^ (/peaking at clofet door.) 
You find the chfsfia. there— You may convey 
them out at night, and as for cutting Don Sci-^ 
pio's throat — that I leave to 

£/f/^r Don SciPiOy 

Don S. Cut my throat !— What arc you at 
your dreams again ? 

Spa. (qfide) Oh, zounds !— Yes Sir, as I was 
telling you. 

' DonS. Of a little fellow you have the worft 
dreams I ever heard. 

Spa. Shocking Sir — then I thought— 

Don S. Hold, hold, let me hear no more of 
your curd dreams. 

Spa. I've got off, thanks to his credulity. 

la/idei 

Don S. What portmanteau's that ? 

Spa. Vm on again ! {ajide.) 

Don S. Fernando's I think. 

Spa. {affeding furprife) What, my mailer's— 
fo it is. — But 1 wonder who could, have brought 
it here. — Ay, ay, my fellow fervant Pedrillo is 
now too grand to mind his bufinefs; — And my 
mafter I find, tho' he has taken the habit fcorns 
the office of a fervant — So I muft look after the 
things myfelf. 

Don S. Ay, ay, take care of them. 

Spa. Yes, Sir, I'll take care of them ! 

Don S. Ha, ha, ha ! what a ftrange whim^ 
fical fellow this matter of yours! with his plots 
!and difguifes. — Think toimpofeupon me too.— • 
But I think I'm far from a fool. 

• Spa. 
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Spa. {looking archly at him.) That's more than 
lam. 

Bm 5. So he pretends not to know you, tho* 
hehas fentyou here as a fpy to fee what you 
can pick up? 

Spa. Yes, Sir, I came here to fee what I can 
pickup. (Jakes up the portmanteau.) 

Don S. What an honeft fervant ! he has an eye 
to eveiy thing. [^Exit Don Scipio, 

Spa. But before I turn honeft, I muft get 
(Qmewhat to ^eep me fo. 



AlK— Spado. 

in the forefthere hard by, 
A bold robber late was I, 
Sword and blunderbufs in hand. 
When I bid a trav'ller ftand ; 
Zounds deliver up your calh. 
Or ftrait I'll pop and flalh, 
/Ul amoAg the leaves fo green-o. 
Damme, fir. 
If you ftir. 
Sluice your veins. 
Blow your'brains. 
Hey down. 
;, fc Hoidowa, 

Deycry, dcrry^pwn*^^ 
^11 8^o»gft:tJi€i leaves fo green*o» 

Soon I'll quit the roving trade, 
Wheii a gentleman I'm made ; 
Then fo fpruce and debonnaire, 
'Gad^ I'll court^ lady fyix ; 
How I'll prattle, tattle, chat. 
How I'll Kift her, and all that, 
fiM amongflrjthe leaves fo gr^en-o! 

How d'ye dq ? . 

How are you ? 



\ 



Why 



' * 
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Why fo coy? 
Let us toy* 
Heydown^ 

Hpdown, ' iw 

Dcrry, derry down*, 
All amongft the leaves fo green-o. 

But ere old, and grey my pate* 
I'll fcrape up a fnng eiUte ; 
With my nimblenefs of thumbs^, 
ril feon butter all ndy cru^b|. 
When I'm juftice of the peace, 
Then I'll matter many a leafe^ 
fiXi amongft the leaves fo green-o. ^ 

Wig profound* . . ■ 

Belly rounds 
^ Sit at eafe. 

Snack the fees* 
Hey down. 
Ho down* 
Derry, derry down^ 
AH amongft the leaves fo ^ree^-p; t^*^*^^ 



SCENE Hi 

i 

^ SalHm. 
Enter Fernando* 



I .) 



r ., 



' ; > 



'J 
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'J a.. 
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u 



Fer. A wild fcheme of my fatber*s to think 6f 
an alliance with this mad family ;*-^yes> Don 
Scipio's brain is certainly touch'd -beyond cure, 
his daughter, my cara fpofa of Italy don't fuit 
my idea of what a wife fliould be — no, the love* 
ly novice, this poor relation of Dame li^bel has 
caught my heart. Tm told t0 ^morro^ {he*s to 

be 
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1)6 immured in a convent; what if I alk Dame 
Ifabel, if — but flic, and indeed Don Scipio carry 
themfelves very ftrangely towatds me — I can*t 
^ imagine what's become of my rafcal Pedrillo. 

^ Enter Pedkillo, in an elegant marning gowri^ cap 

atidfiifferSk , 

iV^. Strange, the refped: I meet with in this fa- 
inilyi I hope we don't take horfe after my majf- 
ter's wedding; I fliou'd like. to marry here my- 
felf— -before I unrobe ril attack one of the maids! 
— Faith a very modifh drefe to go courting in-^ 
hide my livery and I am quite gallant. 

Fer. Oh, here's a gentleman I haven't fcen yet; 

fed^ Tol de rol 

Fer. Pray, Sir^ may I— Pedrillo! (furprifed) 
where have you — hey 1 what, ha, ha, ha! what's 
the matter with you ! 

Fed, Matter!— Why Sir, I don*t know how 
. it was, but fome hoW or other laft night, I hap- 
pened to fit down to a fupper of only twelve co- 
vers, crack'd two bottles of choice wine, flept in 
an embroidered bed, where I funk in down, and 
lay 'till this morning like a diamond in cotton. 
— So^ indeed, Sir^ I don't know what's the mat- 
ter with me. 

Fer. I can't imagine how, or what it all 
means. 

Fed. Why, Sir, Don Scipio^ being a gentle- 
man of difcernment, perceives my worth, and 
values iti 

Fer. Then Sir, if you are a gentleman of fuch 
prodigious merit, be fo obliging, with fubmiffion 
to your cap and gown, to — pull off my boots. 
{Pedrillo Jioops) 

VoLM. V Enter 
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Eater Vasqjjez. 

J^^t/; Sir, the ladies wait breakfaft for yotfi 
{to Pedrilloy who rifes hajlily.) 
Fer. ^fy refjpcAs, I attend *em. 
Vaf. You! I mean his honour here. 
Ted. Oh, you mean ray honour here. 
Fer. Well, btit perhaps my good friend, t 

- may dhiife a difti of chocolate as well as his ho- 
nour here. 

- Vdf. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha ! {^itb afneer) 
" Fed. Choedlatc, ha, ha, ha ! 

Fer. Wl teach ydU to laugh. Sirrah! (ftrikes 
Fidrillo) 

Fed. Teach me to. laugh ! you may be a good 
mafter, tut youVea Very^bad method^— hfey for 
ch!)eolate atid the ladi'^s. 

[Exeunt Pedrilh mdVafquezl 
'Fer. Doii^crpio JhalPrender me an account 
-for this treatment, bear his contempt, and be- 
come the butt for the jefts 'of hi^ infolent fer- 
vants! As I don't like his daughter, I have now 
a fair exciife, and indeed ajiift caufe *td breaik 
'my coiitraft, and quit his caftle; btt then, I 
leave behind the miftrefs of ^ ray foul.— ^Suppofel 
make her a tender of ray heart — but that might 
' offend, as fte ifnuft know mf hand is engaged to 
another. — When I looked, fee turn'd her lovely 
eyes averted — doom*d to a nuhnery ! 

AIR. — Fernando. 

t My fair one like the blaftiing rofe. 

Can fweets to every fenfe difclofe : 
Thofe fweets I'd gather, but her fcorn 
Then wounds me like the Iharpelt thorn, 

. Willi 
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With flghs each gi'ace.and ch^riQ I Tee . . 

Thus doom'd to wither on the tree, 
'Till ag^-fhall chide the thonghtlefs maid. 
When all-thofe blooming beauties fade. , 

Hey, who comes here ? oh the fmart little Sou- 
brette who feems fo much attached to the beauti^ 
ful novice — No harm to fpeak with her- — • 

JE;?/^r Catalina; 

So my pretty primrofe ! 

Cqt. How do| ypu djPft M?*-t-0?<?''^ ^Pd fami-^ 
//^r) I don't know your name. 

Fen Not knaw iay nain^l You muft Hnow 
Vfco I ani tho', and my bnfinefs here, child ? 

C(it. Lord, man, what fignifies your going 
about to. fifr n^e when the whole family knows 
you're DoA Hernando's foot map. 

Fer,. Am I faith? Ha, ha, ha ! Til humor this 
^r^afide) WeU,^ tb^ n;xy dear, you k^ow thait I 
\t^ only Dan^ernaqdo's footman ? 

Cat. Yes, yes, we know that, notwithftanding 
your fine clothes. 

Fer., But where's my mafter ?* 

.Cat. Don Fernando ! he's parading the gallery 
yonder in his fham livery and morning-gown. 

Fer. Oh, this accounts for twelve covers at 
fupper, and the embroider'd bed ; but who, could 
have fet fuch a jeft a going ? ril carry it on tho' 
^^{afide) So then after all I am known here ? 

Cat. Ay, and if all the impoftors in the caftle 
were as well known^ we Ihou'd have no wedding 
to-morrow night. 

Ftr, Something elfe will out — I'll feem to be 
in the fecrer, and pcrlhps may come at it — 

u 2 {f'fide) 



14» THE CASTLE OP ANDALUSIA.' 

(afide) Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is ^nuch 
worfe than ours; 

Cat. That 1 what then you know that this Ita- 
lian lady is not Don Scipio*s daughter, bu|; 
Dame Jfabel's, and her true name Lorenza ? 

Fer^ Here's 4 difcovery ! [ajide) Oh yes, I 
know that. 

Cat. You do ! Perhaps; you know too, that 
the young lady you faw me fpeak with ju(^ now 
is the real Donna Vidoria? 

jR^r. Is it poffible! Here's a piece of villainy S 
{afide) Charming ! let me kifs you, my dear 
girl. {]djf€s her) 

Celt. Lord, he's a delightful man ! {afide) 

Fer. My little angel, a thoufand thanks for thi^ 
precious difcovery. 

G7/. Difcovery ! — Well if you did not know 
it before^ hapg' your affurance, I fay — but I. 
ipuft about my bufinefs, can't play the lady as 
you play'd the gentleman^ Fve fomething elf<j' 
to do ; fo I defire you won't keep kiffing me her 9 
ail dajr. 

AIR. — Catalina^ 

I have a lover of my own. 

So kind and true is he ; 
As true, I love but him alone. 

And He loves none but me. 

I boaft not of his velvet down, 

Qn cheeks of rofy hue. 
His fpicy breath, his ringlets brown J 

1 prize the heart that's true. 

So to all elfe I mull fay nay; 

They only fret and teaze : 
Pear youth, /'tis you alone that may 

Come court mc wliorn you pleafe* 

I |>lay^4 
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• J play'd my.love a thoufand tricks. 
In feeming coy and fliy ; 

.^Twas only, 'ere my heart I'd fix, 
I thought his love \o try. 

So to all elfe, &c. [Exit^ 

E?r. Why what a villain is this Don Scipio! 
Ungrateful to—but I fcorn to think of the fcr- 
vices I rendered him laft night in the foreft, a 
falfe friend to my father, an nnnatural parent to 
^is amiable daughter ! Here my charmer comes^ 

[Retires^ 

Enter Victoria. 

Vic. Yes C^talina muft be miftaken, it is im- 
pDffiWe he can be the fervant, no, no ; that dig- 
nity of deptertment and native elegance of man-^ 
ner can ncvei^ be affum'd, yonder he walks, and 
my fluttering heart tells me, this is really the 
amiable Fernando, that I muft refign to Pamc 
Ifabel's daughter.— 

Fer. Stay, lovely Viftoria ! 

Vic. Did you call me, Sir ! Heay'ns what have 
I faid ! (jfonfufed) I mean, Senor, wpu'd you wifh 
to fpeak with Donna Victoria ? I'll inform her. 
Sir. (going) 

Fer. Ob, I cou'd fpeak to her for ever, for 
ever gaze upon her charms^ thus transfixed with 
Vonder and delight. 

Vic. Pray, Senor, fuffer me to withdraw.' 

Fer. For worlds I wou'd not offend ; but 
think not lady, 'tis the knowledge of your qua- 
lity that attracts my admiration, 

Vic. I^ajr, Senqr-— -tf 

F^r\ 
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Fer. I know yt>u to be Don Scipio^s daugh^ 
ter, the innocent viftim of injuftice and pppref-t 
fion, therefore I acknowledge to you, and you 
alone, that whatever you may have heard to the 
contrary, I really am Fernandoi de .Zdiva. 

Vi^i Senor, how you became acquainted with 
the {eevet of my birth I know not ; bui: from an 
acquaintance fo recent, your corafilioient! i re** 
ceive a» a mode oC poKte gaUantsy withput at 
purpofe. 

Per. What your modefty wgards as;^cold coma 
plimentSy are fentiments, warm with the deareft 
purpofe ; I came hither to ratify a contraft with 
Don Scipio's daughter! you are his daughter, 
the beautiful Viftoria, deftin'd for the happy 
Fernando.— -Concurrent to a parent's will, my 
hand is your'ls already. And thus on my knee* 
}et me make an humble tender of my4eart. 

Vic. Pray, rife, Senor f — My father perhapi^ 
even to himfelf cannot juftify his condu<St to roe j 
—But ta cenfure that, or to pervert his inten-* 
tions> wou'd in me be a breach of filial duty, 

AlR.^ViSoria. 

By woes thus furrounded, how vain the gay fmile 
^ of the little blind archer, thofe woes to beguile I 
Tho' ikilful, he mifles, his aim it is croft. 
His qitlver cxhauifced, kis arrows are loft. 
Your love, tho' ftncere, on the objed you lofe, 
{^AJide) How fweet is the paffion! Ah, muft I refufelf 
If filial afFeftion that paffion Ihould fway, » 

Then love's gentle dilates I cannot obey. 

Fer. And do you, can you wiih me to cfpoufo 
Signora Lorcnza, Ifabella's daughter? — Say you 
do not| do but fatisfyme fo far. 

" - Vic, 
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Vtc. Senor, ^ ^ot de^ife tiM if I own, that 
before I faw in you the hufband of Don Scipio's 
daughter^ I did not once regret thiat Ih^d loOL 
tiiftt title. 

Fer. A^thoufatid ibhanks for this generous^ this 
Amiable condefcenfion^-^^Oh, my Viaoria ! If 
fortune but favours my;dcfign, you fhttt yet 
«t#itttoj>h ovdr the malice of your enemies* 

Vic* Yonder is Dame Ifabel^ if flie fees yoti 
fpeaking to me, Ihe^ll be early to fruftrate^what^ 
'ever ycki may* purpofe for my advinitafge. Sc* 
Bor farewell! 

Ter. My life, my love adieu! 

X>lJWr.--Vi£Ioria anJ Fanatuh, , 

Id»lian queen, to thee we pray. 

Record %ach tender vow; 
, As (night ^ivies place to chearful da7> 
JLet hopes of future blifs allay. 
The pangs we fufFcr now. 

[ExUVii. 

Ter» This is fortunate; the whole family ex- 
cept Viftoria, are firmly poffeft with the idea 
that I am but the fervant.— Well, fince they ivill 
have me an impoftpr, they ihall find me one ^ 
In heav'n's name, let them continue in their 
miftake, and beftow their mock Vifttria upon 
my fham Fernando. I fhall have a pleafant and 
juft revenge for their perfidy ; and perhaps ob- 
tain Don Scipio's real, lovely daughter, the fuoi 
' of my wifhes,- — Here comes Don Scipio-^now to 
begin my operations. 
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^DonS. Ay here's ^^jropudjeptV^lqt^ -. ;n'^ ^^ 
^ F^. (at 'fpyhing Dan Scipio tQ ov^Jicfr bin^:^*eA 
quite weary of playing thC; gw4^aH^n^l U>^^ 
get into my livery again. 

Don S. Get intq his livery 1 {aftde) 
Fer. Thefe cloaths fall to my fhare however % 
my m^^ wiU ncy^r wear 'em gftcr, njie^; v^^ r^ 




: ,P^ S. , His mafter ! ay, ^y ! (^de) v , ,^ . 

. Ter. I wifli he'd o\5{fi^ himfelf, for Vai^^e^^^X 
Don Scipio fafpefts who f aiq. ^n v ,h 

Don S. Sufpecl! I know who .^yioji ^re^qr^^ 
vancing) So get into your Uvery again ^s ]^i, as 

you can. - ?^;i 

Fer. Ha, my dear friend^ Don Sci^q, I 

.. JOonS. Friend l.you impudent rafcaj ! rj(ll 
yoiir head if you make fo free with m«. -J^ 
9f .your fwaggering^ Sirrah.-— How the vXe^iow 
aft^, 'twasa't for nothing te was amopg..^ 
iljrolllng players, but harkee, my lad, be^ quiet, 
foryouj're blown here without the bdp c^ 4jour 

trunipetl'^ ■.'—.-•;. .V> '-v^OL 

; ^Fer,^ Lord yoiir honor, bow came yo^ to^^qpow 
that I am Pedrillo?- ^ / . 1^ aud o: 

Don SV: Why I was told of it by yqur fe|lQ\i^-^ 
,hold^ I muft not betray oxy little dreamerc\th6' 
(^^^^Nomatter who told mej — 1 — bijJt l^e 
comes your mafter. 7 . ;\ 

Jier. Pedrillot ! The fellaw will fpoil ^11 ; .fo^ifli 
I had given him his Tei3[bn before 1 begaA wij^h 
Don Scipio. (^7/^^^) •:, 

Don S. I hope he'll how ha' done ,with his 
gambols. / 
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FeK ^ir, my ftiaft'er is fpch ail obflinate gen- 
tleman; as fure as you ftand here, he'll Hill deny 
hiirfelf to be JJon Ferhandb. 

Thf^S. WiU he? ihch I'll write his Father a» 
ftc^ufit af hi^vag^ie&« 

kni$r PjBbwLtw 

red. Maffcr ! fiiall I IhaVe yoii this morning ? 

Bsn S. 3havc ! Oh, my dfear Sir^ time to give ' 
ti^er yottr tricks and iFancics. 
, jPtd. CJurpri/ed) My tricks and fancieJ ! 

jRfT. Yes Sir, you are found but^ 

f^k I itii found diit ! 

Don S. So yoii naay as well cohfefi. 

Ped. What the devil (hall I confefs. 

Dop S. He ftill perfifts! Harkee, young gen- 
^emaii^ Til fetid your father an account of your 
|>rai|tk^, ¥hd he^Il trim your jacket for you# 
/ Pk. i^ay. Sir, for the matter b' thatj my fa- 
tlfercbUW tirikn your jacket for you. 

I>bnSr Trim my jacket, young gentleman ! 
r "^ii. Why, he's the beft taylor in Cordova! 

bpnS. His fatheir a taylor in Cordova ! - 
; i^h Ajr, he'Ilruin 2\t^{^ftJe) Let mc fpeak 
(6 him.— Tell Don Scipio you arc the mjdlen 
X^^ri to Ptdrillo) 

^ fed. I will, Sir.ii-Don Scipio you we the 
ciafter. 

fionS. What! 

f5?r. Stupid dog^j— (/i^e?r/ to Tedrillo) Say you 
tare Fernando, and Tarn Pedrillo. 
- Fed. I will— Sir, you arc Fernando, and I am 
.pedrillo. 

Fer. Dull rogue ! {qfide) I told you. Sir, he'd 
pcrGft in it ! {apart /^ Don Scipio) 

you I. X Dm 
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.„ .' , , XoKE^tAjinis ivithout. ^ - ^[ 

My daughter ! don*t let^ your millrefs fee jroi 
dirffiidre in this curfed livcryi-— ^*-Look the 
g^n^tkiman^ hold up your head-^egad, Pedrillo^ 
aclingwas" better than your natural manner. > 

Jfer. Ah, Sir, if yoii were to fee my i»Mer 

drc&'d'^-^he Imry makes focfa an alteraition I; J 

^0i?ii S. Trtjiel curfe the livery* ■ v^^ 

Fed. It's bad enough ; but my ma&^r giv^ 
jte^ livertes on his rnatria]^. 
' JFm An infenfible icoundrel I {afidi) 4 \ ' I 
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Enter Lorenza* 



X.0/. Oh, Caro Signor, every body fafs that 
ymj-are J^oPemrndS) not Don Fernandb. - 

DonS. Every body's right, for here h« ftahds 
like a young taylor of Cordova. {Jo Pedrillo) 

Lor. Oh| whati then this is Pedrillo ? 

(/^ Fernando) 

Fer. Atyotir'fervfce, Birfa. (bowing) 

fed. That Pedrillo ! then, who am I ? 

Fer. Here rogue, this purfe is yours-*-fay yotl 
are Don Tern a ndo. (apart to.Pedrilh) 

Fedk Oh,,Sir^^^now 1 underflantl you. True, 
Don Scipio, I a,m—- all that he fays. 

Don S. Hey 1 Now that*s ri^^ht and fenfible^ 
and like yourfdf, btrt ril go buftle about ouf 
bufinefs-rfor,, 'well have all 6Ur love affair* 
fettled thiseve^ningf - 

[Exeunt Don Sapio and Fernand^^ 

Xcr. So, then, ;^ou*re t6 beiny hufband, ha, 

ha. 







feip^lf'^V^, trid fe to have me, br ^^I 

td have it laft ? This ? (looking at PeMltS Hi, 
ha, ha! Why this is ftill worC5ai\dTWorfc---c very 
degree of lover farther remov^idt from the per- 
ic^iofis af my R2»DtreZf i - 

iJPed. Ma'm— wou'd you be fo obligiog^ W-^0 
be fo kifid as-f-»to tcUi^ body what your kaCtiudt to 
get taUdi^ about aow in this he^ oifc f 
ir iL^?. Ah, l,ord I Ha, ha, ha{ Why^ Slgftor^ 
I was refle^ing what a lucky thing itis^Qriom^ 
people th^t they -are bora Xa 4 grcSat fortune* 
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Ved. Eh? {loo\s gfavi\M%^ h^i^ }b^\ M^^ 
I'm fo puafci;ld here^^thf^t^^^vmy bratnioros about 
like a te-^to-tum, aiid 1 dou't know which i| 
coming up, A for aU of P. for put down. 

Lor. Ha, ha, ha! W ill you love me, pray? 

^ Ifir. WcU* if »«$ I caft ]bf j^ii cpl4 V f9u 
Ibdifibreni^ - v 
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Jf I my heart fiirre^er 

ie eVcr fbiid and teiider. 
And fweet connubial joys ihaH c^wiii 

Each foft roCy hoQCs 
In pure delight each heart ^iaU ovf^ 

Love's triumphant pow'r. 
See brilliant belles admiring* 
See fplendid beaux defiring, 
AU for a fmile ex{iiristg« 

Wherec'r Lorenza move& 
To balls and routs reporting 
Oh blifs fupreme, tranfporting f 
Yet ogling, flirting, courting, 

n7is you alonr chat loves. 
If I jnyj^e^t farrendc^, S^c.^ 



T Exeunt 

SCENE 



^4 'm^smm- m Mm.^hmA^ 

, ■ . .■■... ' ■ ^- 3 

,^ . ... ji Vineyard and Cottage. 

Enter, Ai-PHoysq, (with a Utter.) ;; 

, ' ' ' . •' 

^' Jnph. How cruel is my fituation! Thoi^gi^ 
C^tptain Ramirez ha$ fet me at liberty^ to what 
purpofe, while my heart is Vidoria-s prifonerl 
Thi^ generous Ramirez, means tvcll, I believe ^ 
but to enter into any league with a man of hi$ 
defciiption— rCan (he Iqye tbi? FernaAdo ? With 
sil my ardour of paflion, ta me f}ie was cold, 
and infenfiblel— — rHer marriage with Fernando 
ii determined on; butj if poffible, y\\ prevent 
it-7-Yes, Pbilippq^ the yquth of the ppttage here 
ihall bear hifia thia challenge* . 

EtUer Philippo frpm the Cotta^^ [with a FruiU. 

hafiet.) > 

fhil. Arc you her€^,^}r1 Lord, Sebdr, why 
would not you eat fome dinner \^itb us ? 

. jilph. Ah J Philippo ! were you in love, yoti'd 
have litUe appetite. 

fW/. Why, I like » pretty little girl— -ha, ha, 
hal — -Catalina above at the caftle, and next 
Martlcmas I intend to fa^l in, love with her, for 
then we (hall certainly be married --imay be — Do 
fiep in, Sir, and eai»t a bit« ^ 

Alpbi No, no. 

Bhil. A» nice an Olio Podrida— • 

Alph. Bu,t where noMi» PhMippo? Going tq 
fell your grapes ? 

PhiL Sell ! Oh^ x^q, Slrj I am going to make 

aprcfea^ 



g prefent of the eaj^lieO: aQdJ^i^ clofiers to Don 
Scipio up at the calUe. 

ji/ph. Why, you're vaftly generous. 

PAiL Oh, yes, Sir ; I like to malce a prefent to 
gentlefolks,becaufe they always giye mejtwicc the 
valbe of 'em ; and then my Catalina gives me a 
Ui(s — her lips^ fweet, foft, stqid poutiog ^^vi^^if 
|%mp Muftadel. >^ 



AlR.r-PHiMwe^ 
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* In autumn ev'ry fruit I fee, 
^: ; ' Brings Catiline to my mind ; 

^ - ^ 1 carve her name on' eirVy tree, 

Andrfing loycf rennets iii the riil4» 
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i Her forehead as the neftrine fleek. 

And brown as hai&le-nut her hair m; 

[ The downy peach; Jtet bluftiing cheek. 

Her pouting lips-,— two May^Duke cherriw; 

The birds by fair^ft fruits allur'd, ^ 

And Tm fweet CatiKna's bird ; 
I peck, hop, flutter dn my fpray, 
A»d.chim and carrol all the day. 

J^. WelU PhiUppo, yoii'U find One Doti 
Fernando at the cattle and— • 

PhiL Qh^ ay, the great grandee that's to 
inarisy ©pnna Viftoria. 

,Jlph. Diftraaion ! (ajide) Give him this let^ 
terfrom me. 

Phil. Yes, Sir, what is't about ? 

Jlpb. ah;— its only — an — invitation to Don 
Fernando and his intended bride to an entertain- 
ment I defign to give to s^few fcied friends at 
my villa. 

fbii. Toafeaft, h^, ha I 



I 

Alph. But flop f Pray, Philippo, do you know 
\i^ho this Captain Ramirez is ? 

Phil. Don't even know where he lives— feme- 
times he rides, fometim^ he walks, — fometimes 
he runs here — travels about— Mayhap a hunting 
in the foreft*— often takes a bed at our cottage, 
afid he pays fo handfome that he*s always weU 
come. "" ' '" 

Alph. Ha, ha, ha ! Philippo, youVc the moll 
generous — difinterefied \2^di {gives money) 

Phil. So I am. Sir, ifooking at it) Good bye ! 

Alpb. You'll deliver my letter* 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha ! yc&, ^\T-^{^looking at the me^ 
n^) Ha, ha, ha ! to think, Senor, what a pair 
of lovers yoii and I be ! 

AIR DUET.-^AiPHONTso and Vh i lippo. 
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Ahh. iSo faithraito my fair I'll prove, ' 

PM. So kindand cbnftant t6 my love, * 

Jilpk. rd Hive* tange, F, 

PhiL 1*4 never changjr, - 

Both. Nor time, nor chance, my faith ihould movej 

■■> . ■ ' ' ■ ' ' , ■ ' '■ - : ' i 

jKI^ No ruby clufter^ grace the vlqc, , , l 

Jlfik Ye fparkling ftars. forget to fliiac, .. t 

^,pi^» Sweet Sowers to fpring, 

yflfif* Gay birds to fmg, 

B^if. Thofe liearts the|i p^rt ^hat loye ftall join, 

[Exeunt /ever alh^ 

■■...■'.,, . . ' , ■ . ^ "• * 
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SCENE I. 



fTi^ *?tf /i?^;^. 



Enter Don Scipioo^i Vasquez. 

DoN.Sopio, 

D'YE hear, Vafque^, run to Eat tier Bencdi^^ 
tell him to wip^, his chin, go u{> lo tW chape)^ 
put on bis fpe^acles, ope^r his Breviary,-— find 
out matrimony, and wait 'till we come to him*— 

[Exit Fafquez.. 
Then hey for a brace of weddings, 1 wonder 
is Don Fernando dreft—- Oh/ here comes tht 
ferv ant in his proper habiliments. 

Enter FERNANr>o in a livery. 

i 

Ay, now, my lad, you look fomething like. 

Eer. Yes, your honour, 1 was quite tired of 
my grandeur — My palling fo well in this difguifc 
gives me a very humble opinion of myfelf, {afide) 

Don S. Bu^ Pe^rillo,is your naaftcr equipped! 
faith, I long to fee him in his proper garb. 

Per. Why, no, Sir, we're a little behind hand 

with 



clothes t^^t?stx8}ggjrt/q«Rf>«^:ff pr,c(tJ>|j^».o, '^i 
Don S. Portmanteau! Oh, it's fafe jCiiio$t|^^ 
Your fellow fervant has it» ; . , ■ ^•.^''' 



J^fx.. Felloe fejr jraiit ! , w. 






JD^«4- Ay i the little ipy lus takcjii it m cl^gft 
Ch,^^i^ camps thfi;yei:ybcagl^^^, ,' ^^,b 
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V,« A i. ,1 I sA-.y .. . ■ I .r -O.'- ' - K - 1,' '■ ' . . vi C^ 

i ^Zfe« J. -W^U lay J[t;tib dreattcr, joofcy J8qj» 
d^illoJtat^gpt ioto; jhjd oMrbxloatfasjigaam : di iie 

Itveryi !i cm? i»7tfeift rcaBjr^tlia ferTa»| hbitc 1 Hn't 
been telling truth all this while ! wemufl&ccd^ 

JQm^^ 7^ Pedrilk>v«r|icrre yo« hatfse Id ft $£iar 

wa^;«|l^rtiiiani:ealQ« Whitei bm ia 

tii«miA tiBiiM bridi?^^ d; ! d;. ; i£id$ 

Spa. Aji bis feofes quite 



.3^-.'. 



lays yOu took charge of? 

Spa. PortmaB^te^ftir AJSU th«:d<Jar gedtlen^ 
Portmaateau did be fay? yes, yei, all^s ovcf* 
with- his i^oof^Bipaitf I yeft^d^^^^^^ 
pttrfcs and tl^iimp^ers afid f h^ loMMd#i^ 
and %o-<[ay be talk% cif #^ftiag B«it d^reSi^ 
fpies^ and portsnanteaus^-^Tes^ yei^hli'Hiiti'ii^ 
goiog. -^ - F#** 



y • K f^tdf r ••"1"''% "/ l^TL^At "*"■ j2Si. 
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H^^^-Dnu^AS 6eib/1Hr«ik1iptrfti^r«I| nigbt 






Spa. Gnti — ^all grief. * 

Fer. if fo, this wjiim ot tn^ bt^m^^ Vti0Q^ 
fe jpttpfcajjis tkc cresrtion of his owii bfafn^-— but 
then, how couM it h^vc Hih fchi-b^^^^^^^ 
milyw — ^This is the firft time I ever heard Doa 
Scipio was difordierM ks his tnlnd. 

S;pa. Ay, we'd all wifli to conceal it from 
f&ic; t^afier, ie2i& it might Qidu4e Kim lo hreak 
off the match, for I dbort fu|)p6fe Wd fab Veiy 
raaBf ! to marry into a toad fi^mlly^ ^ // 
ImJ^k -^Assd fftay what are you, l^r^ in thit iaoiad 

: y^S^. Don Scipio'B own gentleniaii, tttcfe teik 
ii^rs — ^Yet, you heard him juft now tall me your 
lUki^r feirvint. — How you did flare when I ac« 
CQH^t^Q^ as an c4# acquapi:ance l-^H^Btit wd 
always hume^ him, I ncb^d not have contfa* 
l^ed htm if he iald 1 was tlie pobe^s nuncio. 
£ hk (afide) Cai, then I don't wpli^Cr tt 
i^andb Ifabel taking advantage of his Weakhds* 
^'•^^S^J Another new whim of hhf- — he has taken 
a fuic^ l&it e^ery tody lias g^ a ring from him^ 
which h^itx^iiies belo0g^i to his'del^ea^^d lady; 
Fer» True, he aficed me i(»ietiiing about a 
ring. 
^^:0I^S. (>anti?$ut) I '11 wait on you pctfkntif. 

^ulfipii *y. Ha, Pcdi^illo, now yout di%Uifes[ are 

JlJ»^ return me. the ring, (^<?#^ 

ir^S^A^pm^ t^Fwnwd(^\ Yqu fm be-s at the 
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* ' Don S. Come let me have it, lad* V\\ give jgO 
Totnetbirig bett6V, but that ring hdon^d' iozpxy 
deceased lady. uf.^'. 

Spa. {to Fernando) His de^reas'd ladyfTT-Ay 
!f'here'sthetoueh---griefforbef death. , 

Fer. Poor gentleman ! {ajide.) ^ ^ 

" Ifori S. Do, letitie have it,— Here's fryrbif- 
fble^, aiid the gold of the ring is not warth a 
foliar. * ' 'V 

Spa. We alwiys humour him, giv€ him tliis 
iihgarid take the mohey. 

[apart, gives Fernando a ring* 

P^^'' ( pr^fi^i^ i^ f^ -^^« Scipio.) There, $ir*i 

Don o. (gives mone^.) And there, iSir,«^ Oh 
Vo\i mercenary rafcal. {aftde), \ ki^^w it ^as on 
the purfe I gave you lalt night in the foreft. 

Spa. Give me the calh, I mufl acGOunt fw his 
pocket money. ^ ' 

, [apart to andtkking the tnon^ from Fernanda^ 
''Fed. {without) Pedriltbl PedrHlo! Sirrah ! 

Don S. Run, don't you hear yourmafter^ yotr 
brace o£ rafcal'a ?— Fly ! ^ExitSj^ad^^ 

, Don S. {looking out) What" an alterationi ' 

Enter Pedrillo richly drejs*d. 



- '^v^ 



^ Fed. {to Fernando) How now, igirrah ? loitcy* 
jog her^, and leave me to drefs myfelf, hey? 
{with great ^a:uth§rit J.) * 

Fer. Sir, I 'W^^—'{witb kumi/ity) 

Fed. Was !— and are-^and wilt be, a lounging 
r^cal, but yoq fancy you are ftiHr in your filiery, 
you idle vagabo(nd ! , ' 

< Don S. ^efe me,. Don Fef Mudp is very jiafll-^ 
onatejuft like his father. 



Ftr. The fellow, I fee, will play hi^ part to 

'Wed. WcA, Don ScipiQ>~Abcy! an't I the 
man for the ladies ? I am, for 1 h^ye fiudL^ 
Ovid's aft of Love. 

Don S. Yes, and Ovid's Metamorphofes too, 
liajf ha» ha ! ^ 

'Ttd. (^<3V) He,he, he! what a fneaking figure 
my poor mafter'cuts.-— Egad, .ril pay hjm hack 
»U his domineering over me. (Jits) Pedrillo^ ,^ 

'3^. Your honour. ' . 

Fed. Fill this box with Naquatoch^ [Givts box^ 
7 Ter» Yes, Sir. (going) 

Fed. Pedrillol 
^ ^P^ri Sir? . . • 

Fed. Perfume my handkerchief). 
, . Fer. Yes, Sir. (going) 

:^^^ iva: PedriUo. 

. ^'••.iSir? ^ ^ 

' ?1^^. Get me a tooth-.pi(:k; 

,R?r;'Yes iSir, (agoing) 

iVt/. Pedrillol ; 

Fer. {afide^ What an impudent dog !— Sir ! 

P^il Nbthing-^Abfcond. 

Fer^ {aftde) If this be my pifturc, I blufli for 
the original. 

Fed. Mafter ! to be like you, do let me give 
you one kiek. (a/ide to Fernando.) 

Fer What! " 

Fed. Why, I won't hurt you much. 

Per. I'll break your bones, you villain; 
^ ^ J'^ffl?. Ahem, tolde rolv^ 
' l?)^\y. PedriBo ! 
^^Fed* Sir? {forgetting him/elf ^ 

Fer. {apart) What are you at you rafcal? 

Fed. Ay, what are you at you rafcal ? avoid ! 
Qo Fernando) 

y 2 Fer. 
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■■ • . • . , ■'' 

give him one kick, {af^de) , ' , j jov 

Don f 5|.J^H¥i^;F€r4)spi4p^> I Hkfi vq§ :.Ya%^ a 

iiotv fuipeft me to be the fon of a taylojfi^ i^di 
^at f<B^f j5feoiii-s .ago, J W21S a foot^n.. (^^) 
" cje roL 

iHl^2£^q^-'law, ypufre a fl?uning lbe>ul-- 
ou have a princ^^ly pff^^ , iitl ir 

^ ^i4H !^!vcy9ung girls— whenever I got be* 
iS^t^l^i^fid^^ c^^^^ the ladies of ^ijjif- 

tp^^l^, wf^hq^ inaking tlms b^dfij 

oil^eliipg vther-dr^ffinfr thi^wfejyes at Jhe t««ib 
Ic^ T^^opld rpjQ . tGh |hie ;wnidpws5^--peepn|hn©5 
i^TiJoDgf^xs^'thfi^ f^^r I TOwn^ fiinpef? b^liinft 
thj^ Jb^ctk^rchief^ a»d lifp^ out in the »io|tfftg 
ff gf^ef; jt^yiiesy bb^ d^ar m^t Up09 ix^ hoiiPUB 
2^4 ^^pj^tatian, th?r€5;4s « Jfca5:y^i*| 

gentleman in the world,, as I^Js fame; J>4»ir^ 
driJ^^Fwaando^...^^ '; ■■} .^ .■:{' ^.-^ n '\.^\' 

Don S. Ha, ha, ha ! can't forget Pedi?iHa,Tk| 
Bv^«c9Wf ha^ don^ \^it;hiymir JPedrUlo's navi?— 
J^^iirtdfy fop-in-law. nilog 

l^ife4. ■ ye§^.jl 1^ be jrpwrfelf s fon-ip4$wi f^Y 
a^e^.^rejpf v^hat J^pnor^ Ppn Scipio, bust pray^ 
wh,a$.^rt,^€ .^m I .tQ b%vg Mfitb .your daugb^e^p Ij 
Ypu, a^e ia, | gfiey-h esj^ed iold ; ; feUojH? Ppn ^^}fk^^ 
a^^j^jyt^e cq.^r^pf p^itiH:?^ yoii k^iipw ypu CaiVn 

Jp^ ^., I^A^^Q^n ,me, Sir,i I dpn't know.jaft^ 

Pe4.\^s wjb^i^^we put a flow upoB youil 
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M* Jp^« ^poR- n?y held I 
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^sj^ Yes, when you ai^C- &Mid — fcrewed 

you know. • -A' ' 

fa'f^fA lidt that I *bu*d Ihaffc ihttth ofthati 
fifth fe'^efefetous. " •■' ■■•' '-'^ »'^- ^'>''-''-' ■•"' 
0^^ ^. f Yies, gefteifous ias a-DutiJh iifurtri ■ 

~i>Hl. HtTfee truth is; Dbii S«plo£i-r ^as^Iti^ay* 
;i fmart young gentlCBoan; '; '•- " ' 

-ii^(^W; SSnce Don Feri>aWdd"turhin6*iftTd lie 
febi^ to^omb, f^h I'm not' fynfikit ^f old 
eMW ^his efca^aWftf !-^A'^6iiVei«JitfelFl|s( *et- 
isif'^ihm » marriage VIrith a itl6nli^y.'^Th^ poor 
Ma^ fett^^tye tho'i And theei^y fob^r be- 
g;itt i«^tb think i wai^ ido hftfd npohCMar— 
t»06tnApi^ Mtji with this pUppyl but l^uft 
l^iSt^myCMidreif,T>iint 'Itiihel ^i Mvt me 

ttf&S^^othiS" terlaiJsi (^^«/<f.) "• '" •''' • 

PeJ. P'je hear, Don Scipio.^^kit US have a 




BSH'S, Wks ever fiich a cowcrfttd, cflip im- 
pudent — ^ [£;ir£/. 
'iK^^^ ¥e«i Fm a tafilrtl fe^<f,^lwi, hai So 
ftf foot^fii^aittift^r ftti his^itis tbwbrk after a 
pod#%trt that 1 ^m tbld they m packing ihto a 
cefiWitt, aiid he drfeflbs m^e QB as hiifafdf to caf- 
ryt^h^^^fch heiVefs. Dbtida VitloHal Well I'lii 
not a capital fellow ! but I was made fdr a gen- 
lt«ftaft-^entledian I Flo tfte'-ngat pattern for a 
Lord — 1 have a little honour about me^ a bit of 
lto(e to^i ^, ^ttdf a fcr^pfof eoirfs^e^ pttrhaps— ^ 
hem ! I wifti I'd a rival to try it tho' — dd, I 
think I could^Sght*t itiyiWCi^bnfFOm a needle 
(oa^atphet^ 
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rJ^^ Yes, boy. : v^.S 

PAi7 Here's a letter for you, Sir, froin T^Xk 
Alphoiifo. 

V IfM^ i cton't imo w any Don Alphowfo^^^^y. 

Wbat^B the letter about' ? . j ; ; .nr-;? 

/ J\4i/, I thinks Sir, 'tis to invite you to^ a 

P/i/. A feaft ! — Oh, I recoiled qow^/ Ek)Q 
Ajipbonfo^ wbM? my old acquiibMaiice 1 pgi^ it 

-PA/7. But, arc you furc, Sii:> y^J^m V^ 
Fernando? 

Ped. SufCy yon ddgl—rdon'jfc ycm think I 
know niyfelf — let's fee, let's fee— (0/r«/ the Utter 
mid reads. )^^^*' Senor, tW you ieein f^ady^ to fall 
y to onalo^e-f^ft^ I hope a f^nall repgft ppHfbe 
"field won't fpoil your ftomaeh'/^Ohi ttiij^ is 
o»}ya&ack befbre f«ppfr.--i<' I (hall be a^jfix 
o'tiiock this evening*'— You dog it's paft 4kcOpw 
*--t" in the ni^it^w dear the Gottagi^ ^/fhe 
Vincis^ lui^here I e^^pci^ you'U meet . mq.'fr'H^k 
iear^ I fball be too late !— *' As youaQ^il^ to 
^* Donna Victoria, your fword muft ^ J^g 
1« enough t» reach npty heart, AlpboafQ." , \My 
fwo^d long ctoQUgbci (frightened ) Feaft Ijti^ gig 
adowjirigiucbaU^ge. . t .£ at 

Phil. I beg your pardon, Senor, butvJ^v.' 
hadn't met .my fw^etJbsart^ GataJiua, you moiub 
Jiave had that letter two hours ago- q c b uov 

£id. Oh, yc^ have givstt it; $1119^ ,€aaOTgb\niy 
brave boy. ^ ; ' ■ :a ^^lu (> 

Pbih 



Hil. WeH, Sir, you'll cottie? 

F^i Eh J Y«s> 1 dzk/iiifias'll ecwri*. v A 

Phil. He! 

Fed. Yes, I'll give it hini, iiy bMNfieboy; ^^ 

Phil, Him ! Sir, didn't you fay you *cr«i*M- 

Ped^ Never fear, child, DoiV'i«rauido'&aU 

b»ve tt. ■ ^ ••■ ■ ' ' '■•''' 

P^//. Why, Sir,att't yeu Don Fcrnaridcf^^■ 
:^r'Me,'fitit I, ohildi ito^ no. I^ndt Fer- 
nabdo, but, my boy, I woidd go to tbd >ttiJISt, 
biA-yOta baVe delsiyrd >^e letter '<fb 'lon^, ^tfibt I 
have quite loft my appetite — Go, my fine Bojii 

ti PiiA Ot» ftlMM^ <^Idi gol (putt PbUipp^n^ 
however Don Fernaado mall attend you— rb«^ 
Ititi e<3«ftc« my fpoft*-i. < ' • ' 
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1 >t iv: 1 j ^;^^ LoR2»^A, riding n kttiK 

•l^kr^Deireft Lofenasa^-^Bjr acddcht I lieafd of 
•^^yotJr being in the caD:}e-<-if you doin't wife to 
*^ »€ the inftrumeiit of your mother's impofi- 
w tioii, an impending blow, (which meane yoH 
^<^l04iaith) ^' this night flialldifeover an tmpoc^ 
"« t atit fecret relative to^ him ^11^0 defires to re- 
** fign^ii Ufeitfdf, if not your RAMIREZ.** 
^ (if^^ /^^ Ar//^/) I wife to be nothing, if nbt 
f&pLT tioren^a ; this frolife Ferdandod (^l(H)king 
WPedrilh) but,- ha, ha, ba ! Wt atotlfc' myfelf 
*itli liinir— looks tolerably now h6*s drdk'd, not 
fo agreeable as my difcardectifi^Vir Alphonfo tho\ 
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^ ^^iped' I'H actoft ker m^' ^ elegance— Ho w do 
you do, Senora. 

'J^L^r. Very weH, Signor, ac your ftrvltt.— 
Drefies exactly like Prince Radifocani ! 

Fed. 



^^^^' 



^ TAB CAfiTU OP OmikLVmki 

PgJL Mow PS |Nqr ker a im^ €0fOfK«ei«p--4S02 
nori^ 7011're a dorer Mtde body— WtU jwi it 
dowo^ Scaora ? (iNmir if ^iw^) 

JLir. SojMilite too ! 
. Pi^ Oh I admife pdtteafft. (jf/j) 

LfT. 11m vould not be good mamAeiv iq F1o« 
renw tiio* Sigaor* 

P^ Oh ^. {rtfes) I beg pardon^WeII» fit ia 
that chair; FU afl«re you» Donoa Vi&arub I 
don't grudge a Uttle troubU^ for the lake oi food 
manners. {pla€es amtber cbMtr) 

Lor. Voi cette molto gentile, (n/rt^j) 

Fed. Yes, I fit on my feat genteeUy«<— I find I 
underftand a good deal o£ Itaiian«<— Now to 
court her, hem ! hem ! vhi^ ftaU I fay ? Hang 
it, I wifh'my mafter had gone through thewhc^e 
bufineis to the very drawing of the curtains.-*- 
I believe I ounght to kneel tho\^ — ififide) {Knetls) 
Oh, you moft beautiful Goddefs, you angelic 
•ngcl ! {repeats* 

For you, my fair, Fd be a rofe 

To bloom beneath that comely nofe ; 

Or, you the flower and I the bee, * 

J^ fweets rd fip from none biKChee. "* 

Was la pen, you paper white. 

Ye gods, what billet doux I'd wri|te I ^ • - * 

My lips the Teal, what am'rotts finacks 

l*d pntA on yoitrs, if fealing-wax. . V * 

No xiuttt rU iky, yoo ftop my brea»tk» 

My,^Q$dy Ufpp yoiafll bs my d^ [#?>^i. 

— Wellfaid, little Pcdrillo ! {mps bu j^ne^) 

Lor. There is fomething in X)on ttxix^^^ 
paflion extremely tendetj tbougb xommUC sm^ 
extravaganza. . ^ 

P(d. Oh, foj fome fweet fawnds, S^oi^b if 

youUI 
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jjpsJpfflJaW-" rA-xi. '-bi'-t t^^yiia i tj'ccf.^'seja 
iltfr. With pleifare, Si«idi>.) ^ st»«»B .trw b 



Heart beating, .lo^aiaJr? '^iH^l'^jr.rt 








Ittft^H ^ v:A ^ iM& ig^fii^, ^^.-1 ! ir:oi ,T:?d jvjo'j 
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A Gallery in, the Cqfilcki^-x.^) :'hy^^ 

Fer. GivcraejOfi Alpkoiifo; ^dt«r;^ ^{ledid 
in this dear and wifcM fb^;^^^ mo- 

ment made qae t|je |i^p^J^ 

j4/fb. ThenitM,c^Mt3ami9\hfi^u.h9t^ me 

of my VidlorM*? '-vi ■•■*n .■;<;;t ;^-.*.v ^vii 4. 'i ^loni. i-1 

V Wf. Trqc iodcdd; Al]^ft6hrtf;<t*at ^niiiie tcally 

belongs to roe. , , .v,«r ^- : b* J v*— 
^&*. No inakte^ as neitft^rrjfii^e'^gs^ pai^ 

bft&ne caught my h<art»^lciJief Jpr.feit,al|.:2ia 

s mii^i^r to her Aiphdhfe"* ^"^-^;::^:;^"::: 

^ Fifr. Courage, Jl' an( werjjrwJfeail!$e^"ao ex- 
^prton to <hc general joy oinCGis h"appy niglit. 

' " ' I. a JipK 
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Jlpb. Ht^PY, indeed, if bfeft with iny hom 

renza. 

AlR.-^Alpbonfo. 

Come yc hours, witl blifs replete. 
Bear me to ray charmer's feet ! 
- Cheerlefs winter maft I prove* 
AbfeAt from the maid I love ; 
But the joys our meetings bring 
Shew the glad return of fpring* \Exeutfi 

X ■ 'III mjmkmmiMht n 



SCENE IIL 

Avlrdi} of the outfide of the Cqftle^ with Meat an4 

Drawbridge. 

Enter D6U Cmsak^ and Spado^ 

Don C You gave my letter to the lady ? 
Spa. Yes, I did. Captain Ramirez. 
Don C. Liicky ftie knofws me only by that 
name, (^ajsde) 

AIR.~ X>w Ci^r. 

The Billet Doux, ah, didftthou bear. 
To my Lorenza charming fair? 
I fee how Ipok'd the modeft mai4, 
I hear the gentle tjiiaga Qie f^id. 
The mantling blood her cheek forrakes> 
But quick returns the rofy hue ; 
With trembling ftaile the feal ihe breaks^ 
And reads my tender Billet Doux. 



Tl^e Jillet Doux when I receive, 
I prefs it to my throbbing heart; 
Sweet words I cry, fuch joys you givfl5> 
Ch* jieVer never thence departt 
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Ana ao w it to my lips is prcft^ - 
But when the magic name I view^ 
Again I clafp it to my breaA, 
My fond, my tender Billet Douxf 

, Spa. A love-affair, tey,'— Oh, fly I 

Don C. Hufli ! Mind you let us all in by the 
little wicket in the eaft rampait. 

Spa. rU Jet you in, Captain^ and a banditti h 
like^ cat» where the head can get in the body 
*wiil follow. 

Don C. Soft ! Letting down the drawbridge 
for me now, may attraft obfervatiop. {looking 
cut) Yonder I can crofs the moat. 

Sfa. But my dear Captain ! If you fall into 
the water, you n^ay take cold.-^I wifli you were 
at the bottom with a ftone about your neck. 

{qfide) 

At the peaceful midnight hoar> 
Ev'ry fenfe^ and ev'ry pow'r, 

Fetter'd lies ift downy fleep ; 

Then oar careful watah we keep ^ 
While the wolf in nightly prowl. 
Bays the moon with hideous howl. 
Gates are barr'd, a vain reiiAance ! 
* Females ihriek; but no ailiftance. 

Silence, or you meet your fate ^ 

Your keys, your jewels, cafh and plate; 
Locks, Dolts, bars, foon fly afunder, 
Th^ to rifle, rob and plunder. " 

lExit Don defar^ 

Spa. 1 fee how this is— *our Captain^s to carry 
ofiF the lady and my brethren all the booty, 
v?hat's left for me then ? No, devil a bit they^Il 
^ive me— Oh, I muft take care to help myfelf 
lu time — Got nothing yet but that portm^n* 

z 2 teau. 



479 f^BL CASrm ^F ANBALimk: 

teau^ a few ^(visr iQioomo a^ < %o^9 ^ 60 pepjper^ 
caftof s ; tet*s frt^ i^ve my to6is here>.ffiH--»^iij*<?^ 
02//J pijiols) ril try and fecUre a little before tbcfe 
fellows come^ and make a general fweep^^Eh, 
{hdks nut) M^ mad&4Sp Fernando t {RtitSres. 

Enter rzDHitLo. 

Ped. He, he, he ! Yes, my mafter has c^taltf- 
ly married the little nunnery-girl— Hi, hi, ha ! 
Don AlfihonfoHro demand fati^faftion of me! '^o, 
no, Don Fernando is a mafter for thi? g^endeoien, 
I am a man for the ladies. 

Afohficr I am for a lady, ^ ^ , / 

What beau was e'er arm'd compleater ? 

. When face to face, 

Hef cAa^bfer tke p!iac^ ' "^ .. 

PniaMeaM billing tomeet her. ' ? ' ' ^^ 

Gad's curfe, my dear teffes, I'm lieaitjr :. , , ( i ; i . . 
To give you all fati^^^pn ; -. c- 

I am the man 

For the crack of ypiir farf, ' [" ; ; A *' 

Tlio' I dy iat ypur fefet in th^ kaioA. ■ ^ '/ 
Your bobijin^ mayfeeaiup a^row-de-doi«r, i ^nw 
Your ^p-dog may out with his bpw-wpw -wow, \ j/ 
. The challenge in love, 
^ I take up the glove, " '^ ' -^^ 

TlioTdiratyour fcctin th^aaidn. ^ ^? 9 iv; 

. spa. (ajvames} That's a fine ibng, Sea6i*x oj^ 

P^^. Hey ! did you hear me fing ? . '!. 

Spa, I did, 'twas charming. 

Ped. Then take a pinch of my Macquabah* 
(offers^ Spado takeu) < 

Spa. Now^ •ScflOT, yoa'll picafe td difcharge 
my little bill. 

Ped. 
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fitd. Bill ! I dcm' t owe y 0u 

i&pa. Yes, yon do^ Sir; recoUe£)r» didn't you 
«!«r hire any thing of mc I 
\Fed* Mc! no! v i •? 

Sfm Oh, yes ; I lent yrou the nib of iiiy two 
fine ears to hear your fong> and the ufe of iny 
mod capital nofe to fnuff up your Mac(Juabah« 

Fed. £h! what do you hire out your fenfes 
af)d, organs. 

■ ~^pf^ Ye^, and if you don't inftantly pay, tl^e 
liire^ 1*11 flrike up a fytpphonia on tliis, little^b^^^ 
rjE^r-of^an herp., (Jbatos a pijigt) . ; V '],..\{'\^l 

Ted. Hold, my dear Sir— thercH-({ri;^ )p^ 
tey) 1 refufe to pay my debts! — Sir, I'm the 
mofl: punAual— (yr/|^i&/^»W) but if you. pleafe^ 
rather than hire them. again, I'd chufe X» buy 
your fine nofe and your capital cars out and 
out. 

Spa. Hark'ce (r^ ^ /<?«; ftf/^^) You owe your 
Donihip to a fi^efie 6f mine, ib cneAtion this, 
and you are undone, Sirrah ! 

Fed. Sir! (frighm'd) "Dctc Sir! {Spado pre^ 
JerUs /;>/)— Oh, lord. Sir ! [EmU. 

Spa. Ha, ha, ha! They call me little Spado-r- 
why I am noc big but even Sanguino aliow'd I 
was a cleVer little fellow. Allonifliing how a 
foul like mine^ cou'd be packed in fo fmall a 
compafs, but if worth is to be edimated by bulk> 
then mu{t the Orient pearl give way to the 
goojGs^s egg, and the moft rofe to the red cab* 
bage. ' ',„,*■ ^ '^ '- ' ^ ' ' ' 

Tho* born to be little's my fate, 
/. "2 ''S \ j I r '. ^^y ^^ ^^' ^^^ great Aicxander ; 



' ^ And when I march ander a gate, 

^^ . . J I've no need to floop like a gander ; 
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I'm no linkom long hoddy-doldy, 

Whofe paper kite fails in the iky ; 
If two feet I want in my body. 

In foul I am thirty {cet high ! 

Sweet lafs, of fweet love can you fail. 

With fuch a compaft little lovy ? 
Tho' no one can tafte the big whale. 

All reliih the little anchovy. 
The eagle, tho' for an high ftyer. 

Of fine-feather'd fowl is the crack. 
Yet when he cou'd fly up no higher. 

The little wren jump'd on his back. 

Enter Phflippo towards the clofe of the air. 

Phil. Lord, Sir ! I do vaftly like your finging* 

Spa. Oh, th-en you heard my fine fong, 

Phil. Yes, Sir. 

SfHz. How did you get in ? 

Phil. In ! 

Spa. Did you pay at the door ? 

Phil. What door, Sir ? 

Spa. What door, Sir! the door of this /pa^ 
cious theatre. 

Phil. Theatre ! Lord, Sir, are'nt we out in 
the open air ? 

Spa You little equivocating fneaking fcou&* 
drel } wou'd you cheat, defraud a man of ge- 
nius Out of the reward of his talents f— What, 
li€ar my fwcet fong, and not pay for your mu- 
fick. 

Phi/. Pay ! 

Spa. O, ho! I fee fomebody's likely to be 

robb'd here! *Look'e friend, Pm not to be 

bilk*d, foif yqu don't this iqftant pay, I muft 

. - difchargc 
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difcharge my door-kiM^^^ hem he tA^-^Jhews a 
fiftol) . 

Phil, {crying) And tQuft I give all the money 
Don Scipio g^ve me for my whole bafket of 

S-apes. {gives maney) A, plague o' your muiick ! 
h, oh ! [Exit crying. 

Spa; What, yoti vHJam ! I fufpeft prefently 
this houfe wiU b^ Jtoo hot for tne, yet Uie devil 
tempts me ftrongly to venture in onae more^ if 
I cou'd but pic^ up a fe w more article* — Kcod , 
ril venture, tho* I feci an ugly fort of tickling 
under ifty left earr—Oh, poor Spado I [Exit. 



SCENE IV; andlajl. 

AHallin the CaJlU. 

Spa. So many eyes about — I can do nothing; 
if I cou*d but raifc a commdtibn to employ their 
attention— -Oh ! here's Don Juan, father to Fer- 
nando, juft arriv'd-^Yes, to mix up a fine con- 
fufion now — aye, that's the time to pick up 
the U)ofetliings-^but hold, lam told this Don 
Juan is very paffionate — heh ! to ftt him and 

fli^ ScSpfo together by the eirs— Ears !— I have 

\t, I ■ - • 

Avier, Dw ju/iu in a travelling dre/sy and Servant. 

Don J. My coming will fyrprize my fon Fer- 
nando, and Don Scipio too— tell him," Tm 
here— I hope I'm time enough for the wedding, 

[Eocit Serv, 
Spa. A grim looking old gentleman! 
^ ' {Bows obfequioujly.) 

Von % 
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Don y. Who's dog are you ? 

Spa. How do you do, Scnor ? 

Don 7. Why, are you a phyfician ? 

Spa. Me a phyficiart ! AJack-a-day, no, your 
honour, I am poor Spado. 

Don y. Where's Don Scipio ? What is- this 
his hofpitality ? he has heard that 1 am here? 

Spa. He hear ! Ah^ poor gentleman — hear ! 
his misfortune ! 

Don J. Misfortune ! what, he's mairricd again ? 

Spa. At the brink. 

Don J. Marry and near threcfcqre, what, has 
he loft his fenfes ? 

Spa. He has loft nearly one, Sir. 

Don J. But where is he ? I want to afk him 
about it. 

Spa. Alk, then you muft fpeak very loud. Sir* 

Don. J. Why, is he deaf? 

Spa. Almoft Sir, the dear gentleman can fcarce 
hear a word. 

Don J. Ah, poor fellow ! Hey ! Isn't yonder 
my fon ? [walks up.) 

Spa. Now if I could bring the old ones together, 
I Ihouldn't doubt of a quarrel. 

Enter Don Scipio. 

Don S Ah, here's my friend Don Juan ! Spa- 
^do, 1 hope he han't heard of his (<>n*s pranks ! 

iS/j^. Hear! Ah, poor Dqn Juan's hearing! 
I've been roaring to him thefc five minutes. 

Don S. Roaring to iiim ! 

Spa. He's almoft deaf. 

Don S. Bleis me ! 

Spa. You muft bellow to him like a fpeaking- 
trumpet. {^Exit Spado. 

DonS. 
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]^0H S. {very hud.) Don Juan, you are wcl- 
Come.^ 

Don. y. (Jiarting.) Hey ! Strange that your 
deaf people always fpeak loudL-^-ivery loud.) Fm 
very glad to fee you, Don Scipio. 

Bon S. When people are deaf thcmfclves, they 
think every bpdy elfe is fo— How long have you 
been this way*, {bawling.) 

Don, J* Juft arriv'd. {baii^Ung in bis ear.) 

Don. S. I mean as to the hearing ? 

[Very loud. 

Don J. Aye, I find it's very bad with you. 
{bawling.) I Ihall roar myfelf as hoarfe as a raven. 

Don S. My lungs can't hold out a converfation : 
I muft Ipeak by fi^s^-*- {makes ftgns) 

Don J. What now, are you dumb too ? 

Enter Vasqjjez. Whifpers DonScivio, 

Don S, Oh, you may Ipeak out, nobody can 
hear but me. 

. ' Don y. [to Vafquez] Pray, is this crazy fool 
vour mafter here going to be married ? 
* D^HS. Wliat ! ifuprijed.) 

VaJ. Don Fernando wou-d fpeak with you. 
Sir. {to DonSzv^xo.) [^a:// Vasquez. 

Don S. I wilh he*d come here, and fpeak, to 
t)^is old l)lQ(;khead his fachcr«-^Don Juan^ you 
are <w^)came to my houfe-r-but Iwiih you bad (laid 
athpmei. {in.a kw tme.) 

Don y^ I am-^much obJigM to you. {enraged) 

Don S. You'll foon fee your fon : as great an 
als as yourfelf. {inalowtotU.) 
. Dony. An afs ! you fhall find nie a tyg^, you 
rid whelp ! 

Dl^S. Why, zounds, you're not deaf I 

JMp Jf. A mad— ridiculous !— 

VOL I. A A Enter 
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Enter Feknanoo and Victoria. 

Fernando ! hey, boy, what drefs is this ? 

Fer. My father— Sir — 1 — I— 

D$nS. (/^ Vi£toria.) What are you doing with 
that fellow ? 

FU. Your pardon^ deareft father, when I own 
that he is now my hufband. 

Don S. By jthis ruin, this eternal difgrace upon 
my houfe am I puni(h*d for my unjuft fcverity to 
my poor fon-— married to that rafcal. 

Don y. Call my fon, a rafcal ! 

DonS. Zounds, man! who's thinking of youf 
fon ? But this fellow to marry the girl and difgrace 
my family. 

Don Jf. -Difgrace ! He has honoured your fa* 
mily, ycu crack-brained old fool ! 

Don S. A footman honour my family, you fu^^^ 
perannuated deaf old ideot 1 

Enter DamelsABEL. 

Oh, Dame, fine doings 1 Pedrillo here has ' mar- 
ried my daughter, 

Don J. But why this difguife— what is all this 
about?' tell me, Fernando. 

J/a. What, is this really Don Fernando ? 

Don S. Do. you fay fo, Don Juan ? 

Don y. To be furc. 

Don S. Hey ! then, Dame, your daughter is 
left to the valet— -no fault of mine tho*. 

Jfa. What a vile contrivance? 

Fer. No, Madam, your's was the contrivance, 
which love and accident have countcrafted in juftice 
to this injured lady. ^ 

J/'a. bh, that villain Spado. 

Don J. Spado ! why that's he that told me you 
were deaf. DonSm 
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Don *?. Why, he ^nade me believe you cou'd 
not hear a word. 

J/a. And led me into this unlucky erron 

[Exit Isabella; 
Don J. Oh, what a lying Icoundrel ! 

Enter Spado, {behind.) 

Spa. I wonder how my work goes on here ! 
i^Roars in Don Juan's ear.) I give you joy. Sir. 

Don J. I'll give you forrow, you rafcal ! 

{beats him J) 

Don S. ril have you hang'd, you villain ! 

Spa. Hang*d ! dear Sir, 'twould be the death 
oFme. 

Ped. (without.) Come along, my Cara Spofa—- 
tol-de-rol— (£»/tfrj) How do you do, boys and 
girls —Zounds ! my old mafter ! 

Don J. Pedrillo ! hey day ! here's finery ! 

Ped. I muft brazen it out ; Ah, Don Juan, 
my worthy dad ! 

Don J. Why, what in the name of— -but Til 
beat you to a mummy, Iirrah ! 

Fed. Don't do that— -Fm going to be married 
to an heirefs, fo rrjuftn't be beat to a mummy— 
l-ady ftand before me, {gets hehind YiEioriz) . 

Don J. Let me come at him. 

Spa. Stay where you are, he don't want you# 

Spa. Dear Sir, 

Don S. Patience, Don Juan, your fon has got 
my daughter, fo our contraft's fulfill'd. 

Don y. Yes, Sir 5 but who's to fttisfy me for 
your intended affront, hey ! 

Don S. How (hall I get out of this— -I'll re- 
venge all upon you, you little rafcal ! to prifon 
you go-— Here, a brace of Alguazils, and a pair 
of hand-cuffs. 

A a a Sf^^ 
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Spa. For mc! the bcft friend you have inth? 
world ! 

Bon S. Fiiend, that (han't fave your neck. 

Spa. Why IVefav'd your throat. 

Don S. How, Sirrah ? 

Spa. Only two of the baoditti here in the caftl^ 
this morning. 

Don S. Oh, dear mc ! 

Spa. But I got 'cm out. 

Don S. How, how ! 

Spa. I told 'em they fhould come and murder 
you this evening. 

Dofi S. Much oblig'd to you. — Oh, lord ! 
l^JcraJh and tumultuous notje without ^ bandit- 
ti rujh in arm^d^ Don Caefar at their heady 
Fernando draws andjiands before Viftoria.^ 

Band. This wiy ! 

Don S. Ob, ruin ! Fm a miferable old man ! 
Where's now my Casfar, if I hadn't banifh'd him 
I (hould now have a proteftor in my child. 

Don C. Then you ihall— Hold ! {to Banditti) 
My father ! (kneels to Don Scipio.) 

Don S. How ! Caefar ! 

Don C. Yes, Sir— drove to defpcration by— • 
niy follies were my own---but my vices 

Don S. Were the confequence of my rigour — 
My child ! let thefe tears wafh away the remem-» 
brance of the paft. 

Don C. My father I I am unworthy /of this 
goodnefs— I confcfs ev'n now I enteied the caftle 
with an impious determination to extort by force-— 

Sang. Captain, we didn't come here to talk-—^ 
Give the wQrd for plunder. 

Band, Ave, plunder ! (very tumultuous.) 

Don C. Hold ! . 

S^a. Captain, let's have a choice rumaging. 

(cogks hispijlol.y 

Fed, 
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Ped. Oh, Lord ! there's the barrd- organ I 

Don C- Stop ! hold ! I command you. 
• Don S. Oh, heav'ns then is Ramirez the terri- 
ble Captain of the cut-throats, the grand tyger of 
the cave ? — but all my fault ! the un-natural pa-, 
rent fhould be punifh'd in a rebellious child ! My 
life is yours. 

Don C And Y\\ prefcrve it as my own. Retire 
and wait your orders. 

[Exeunt all Banditti but Spado.] 

Don S. What, then, you are my protestor. 
My dear boy ! Forgive me! I, I, I p^donall. 

Don C Then, Sir, I (hall firft beg it for my 
companions, if reclaimed by the example of their 
leader, their future lives (hew them yfonhy of mer- 
v<:y, if not, with mine let them be forfeit to the 
hand of juftice. 

Don S. Some, I believe, may go up — Eh j 
little Spado, could ypu dance upon nothing ? 

Spa. Yes, Sir ; but our captain, your fon muft 
lead up the ball. ' {Bows.) 

Don S. Ha, ha, ha ; Well, though ill-beftow'd, 
I muft try my intereft at Madrid. Children, I 
a(k your pardon ; forgive me Victoria j and take 
my bleffing in return. / 

Fie. And do you. Sir, acknowledge me for 
your child ? " ' 

Don S. I do; I do, and my future kindnefs 
Ihall make amends for my paft cruelty. 

Fed. Ha, here comes my fpofa— Eh ! got a 
Cicefbco already ? 

Enter Ai?HOtiso and Lorenza. . 

Von C My beloved Lorenza ! .^^^ Embrace.) 
Jjir, Mydeaieft. ^ "^ ' 
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Mpb. My good Captain ! as I knew this, l^dy 
only by the name of VtAoria> you little imagined 
in your friendly prpmifes to me, you were giving 
away your Lorenza ; but, had I then known we 
both loved the fame miftrefs, I.fiipuld e're now 
have relinquilhed my pretenfions. 

Lor. My good-natured Alphonfo ! Accept 
iny gratitude, my efteem, but my love is, and 
ever was, in the. poffeffion of — Don Caefar. 

Don C. Dear father, this is the individual Lady 
i^hofe beauty, grace, and angelic voice, capti* 
vated my foul at Florence; if fiie can abafe her 
fpotlefs mind to think upon a wretch degraded 
by his lawlefs irregularities, accompany her par-» 
don with your approbation to our union. 

Lor. My Caefar ! let every look be forward tQ 
happinefs. 

DUET — C^ar and Lorenza. 

•My foul, my life, my love how great \ ^^ 

Sweet flower fo long negleded. 
Our joys are rapture when we meet, 

A bleffing unexpedled. 

The envious clouds now chafe away, 
Behqld the radient god of day, 
Arife with light eternal' crown'd. 
To guild the glorious landfcape round, 

DonS. Ifabfel has been too good, and I too 
bad a parent ! ha, ha, ha ! then fate has decreed 
you are to be my daughter fome way or other. 
Eh, Signora. • 

jPed. Yes, but has fate decreed that my fpofa 
is to be another man's wife ? 
• Spa. And, Sir, (lo Scipio.) if fate has decreed 
that your fon is not to be hanged, let the indul- 
gence extend to the humbleft of his followers. 
\Bows.y 

Don S. 
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2)0n S. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, tho' I believe 
you A great, little rogue, yet it feems you have 
been the inftrument of bringing about things 
jufi as they fhould be. 

Don y. They are not as they fhould be, and I 
tell you again, Don Scipio, I will have, 

Don S. Well, and Ihall have — a bottle of the 
beft wine in Andaluiia, fparkling Mufcadel, 
bright as Vidoria's eye, and fweet as Lorenza's 
lipr; hey, now for our brace of Weddings— 
where are the violins, lutes, and cymbals? I fay 
let us be merry in future, and paft faults, our 
good-humour 'd friends will forget and forgive. 

Finale.— <5LEE. 

Social powers at pleafure's call 
Welcome here to Hymen's hall ; 
JBacchasv^eres, blef&the feaft, ^ 

Momus lend the fprightly jeft. 
Songs of joy elate the foul, 
Hebe fill the rofy bowl. 
Every chaHe and dear delight. 
Crown with joy this happy night' 
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P A RT L 
SCENE I. 

tww ii?Mr Menilfnontant in the vicinity of the 
Fauxbourg St. Antoine \ on one fide Madame Cle^ 
mentine^s Houfe-^A Court and Gate on the other 
^—a Tree mth a Seat under it near the front. 

NTERfhm'Ts and Jaques hand in haad, ia 
^heir uniforms — they look, laugh and jump with 
fi^ear joy ; then run and hide behind a tiee, and 
^''cJiIy peep out. . 

JEnter Ambi oife—\o6k% about him for Thomas 
*nd J.iques— i-they fuddenly lart out from behind 
th^ tree, and with j »y fpring into his arms. 

-E»/tfr jDvAw'/— Tender and afle^Jlionate to bis ^"^ 
'^^^^r and brothers, who bring Ambroife off 
^*^h great glee,— Henriette appears at a window 
jf ^ lyiadame C-cn^entine's houle, f niles at Du- 
2J[^^ s ; he falute& refpeftfqlly ; Ihe enters haililjr 
"^>ni tbe hoiifc through the gate-i-Dubois with 
S^Uaatry and (tomplaifance ipvitc^her io ^ down 

B B 2 «a 
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on the feat under the tree ; he paflionat^ and 
tender; fhe liftens with affe£tion. 

AIR. — Dubois. 

Hark to the tinkling of yon l>rook, 

Ujpon it's flow*ry margin look ; 

, Thro' this green mead, tho* free to ftray. 
While you arc here it feems to fay. 
In plaintive murmurs. Let me flay> 

Ah cruel^eine why a(k me yet, 

I cannot leave fweet Henriette. 

11. 

Fpr tkee my fair the violets fpring, 

To pleafe my love, the fweet birds fing ; 

Or was't thy thriUing voice dear roaid.^ 

No, Cupid calls from yonder (hadcj. 

And he muft ever be obey'd. • ^ • 

Beneath that tree the loves are metji ^ 

And there I'll court my Henriette/ 

in. 

T'o look around thro' all mankind, , ? 

Some darling paSon fways the mind. 
The greedy mjifer jpants for gold^ 
A nation's for ambition fold. 
And fame leads on the foldier bold. 

Fame, gold> ambition, all are met. 

In one fweet fmile from Henriette, 

He leads her to the bench; they fit. — Diftaot 
Ihouts — Dubois apd \ enrierte liften. 

Enter Jftf;r//«.i^_Acqpaipts Dubois that the peo- 
ple are aflembling tp repair to M, Pinqem file's, 
boufe, with ddigh tQ make him give up his mo-, 
»Dopolized corn. jDubois draws his fword.— Hen- 
riette endeavours to difl[uade hiiii from going; 
they paft tenderly. [Exeunt Dubois and Martin,^ 
T|^e former in m^ ardour having forgot his niui^ 

V ' ' ' "^ .' quct 
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quet and grenadier's hat on the bench. Hen^ 
ricttc diftreffed. 

Enter Madame Clementine from the houfe, in-* 
troducing the Governor; prefcnts him to Hen- 
riette as a lover. She rejefts him with dif- 
dain. He entreats Madame Clementine to in* 
terpofe her authority in his favor ; this (he de-* 
clines, unwilling to force her daughter's incli- 
nations. The Governor looking on the bench^ 
fees Dubois' hat with the national green cockade 
and the mufquet, faatches up the hat in great 
fury, upbraids Henriette with giving the prefe- 
rence to fo mean a rival, tears out the cockade, 
throws it on the ground, and treads on it.— — 
Madame Clementine with indignation againft the 
Governor, picks up the cockade, pie ents it to 
her daughter, c©mdian 's her to wear it next her 
heart, and deiires the Governor to fee Henriette 
no more. — He greatly enraged, ftill having Du- 
bois' h^t in his hand, wh6 returns for his mud 
quet, fees the hat aq4 claims it.— —Madame 
Clementine points Co the cockade in Henriette's 
breaft, alking hitn if it is his; he acknow^ 
ledges it — Madame Clementine with great joy 
looks on Du Bois, autborifes Henriette to re- 
ceive his addreffes.-— rThe Governor filled with 
much anger apd contempt feems greatly morti- 
fied.--r-Shouting without ; the Governor alarm 'd ; 
Dubois fmiles at him with exultation^ acquaints 
Madaipe Clementine that the people are going to 
break open Pincemaille's granaries, and diftri- 
bute to the poor the corn at a reafonable price, 

[Exit the Governor baftily and agitated. 
Madame Clementine with fpirit, eticourages Du 
bois to go and affift the people, to which Hen- 
riette with relu(^ance agrees.-?^ 

DUET. 
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DUET. 

Henrietti and Dubois. 

Hen. Generous fo^ldier do not go 

To figlit, wheiy tliere> no (oftAffi fq€p 

Out. Do not wrong the glorio^^s caj^ife* 
Againft the abafe bat not the la)v$. 
At firll the godlike flame began. 
To give manidnd th« claims pf Mftn. 

Hen. My ff a^s facli bo4ing ills pref;^e> 

Bleft AngeU ftill my fpldier guard $ 
A nation's good )ii^ thoughts engage^^ 
A nation's praife the bright rcwar4* 

J>i$i. Swfele^, b^ ^ we»aiiI{iQd> 

Soorti my Jpve tfey tjroubl'4 ?omd i 
Whep tempeftuous tumults roll. 
This affiirance calm thy foul. 
Thy Guillaune £corns a rebel's npijtn,e> 
Nor (tf e^A^ /i»in his fwprd withihan^ 

Hen. Ah me ! 

Duh, My J-Ienriettc ! * 

Hen» Go.— - 

D»6. The prpud hnnnanity fhaH )cnow«] 

With patriot^: ?!e^l I bur^. 
Hen. Go, and in civic wreaths return. 

[^Exit Dubois. 
Shouts enGrcafc. 

Madame Clementine looks after him with joy 
and zeal : Henriette expreffing doubts and fear^ 
fAF his fafety, determines to follow. Madame 
Clenaentinc cheats her. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

A Jlreet before Pincemaille^s magazine. 

People of all dcfcri prion, men, women, and 
children forcibly carrying facks of flour from it. 
Acorn confpicuoufly adive. Enter Tincemaille at 
the fide in rage and forrow, endeavours in vain to 
prevent them, runs in defpair imploring the 
fevcral charafters, as they arc carrying off the 
flour ; they deride him and ftill proceed. Enter 
jilderfelt with a body of the Royal Allemandc. 
Pincemaille^ gives them all money, befeaching 
hitft to oppofe the plunder of his granary : they 
attack the people, recover great part of the 
flour and replace it in the houfe. Pincemaillc 
with joy fpirits them up. Enter Dubois and 
Martin heading a party of grenadiers with the 
national cockades. They engage the Royal 
AUemande with gre^t vigour, oblige them to 
retire, the people rally, headed by Acorn, again 
feize the corn and bear it off with acclamations. 
Enter Henriette, joyful to find Dubois fafe, they 
embrace. Re-^enter Acorny (hakes Dubois heartily by 
the hand and applauds his valour. Enter Madanie 
Clementine and Aujiin, Ihe addreffcs Dubois 
with great affeftion and praife for his laft aAion* 
Enter feveral old people meagre and wretched, they 
return thanks to Dubois. Madame Clementine 
comrtients on their mifcry to Pincemaillc, upbraids 
him as the caufc -, then looking on the granary 
Vith the doors broke open, turns and fmilcs on 
IPincemaille with contempt and exultation ac this 
:^iece. of juftice for his trampling on the national 
cockade, and his opprcffion of the poor j gives 
Henriette's hand to Dubois. Enter Martin and 

fome 
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Ibmc rcfpcftablc citizens. They give Pincerriaillc 
a written paper and a bag of money, gold, filvcr, 
and copper, the produce of hrs flour, which they 
had fold at the halle at a moderate price ^o the 
poor: Pincemaillc with rage flings it on the 
ground* Dubois takes it up and grves it to the 
poor people. Pincemaille endeavours to tal^ejc 
from them; but is prevented by Acorn, who puts 
them ofF. Pincemaille with frantic rage pointing 
to the granary threatens revenge upon 'em all. 
This atlaft irritates the foldicrsj they ru(h orty^ 
fcize him, and Martin makes a ftrokc of his fiy^ra 
as to behead him, but bis life is fpared bjr j^S 
intercclTion of Hcnricttc and Madame Clem(»riti^e>'; 
who ace led off by Dubois. EfieunU 
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SCENE IIL 

Le Palais TbyaL Sieur Curtius*s caiinet of tt^-» 

tvork confpiciious'. 

Enter cUizens and people of all ranks exprefllng 
filent forrow. Some go to Sieur Gtwriils's cabinet 
he enters from it. They demand the wax bufts of 
the Due D*Orlcans and M. Neckcr, he brings 
them out, the people cover part of them with 
black crape, carry them high over their heads, 
they all take off their hats and huzza. ' Enter 
Martin and his party of French grenadiers. They 
join with the. people in doing honours to the two 
*>ufts. [;ExeuntJhouiiff^. 
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SCENE IV. 

A Street •-^avttier dtfc6*uifd in hisjialt^ workings 

Jinging and drinking. 

Sav^ t have juft finifli'd my work — (Jakes up a 
hottle. — Goes to Jill out agla/s.)— Yes I have finil^'d 
(Turns the bottle up). Some man they fay, roird 
a fione up a bill, and no fooner up than it rolPd 
down : fo there was all that lads work to do over 
again-^now when I empty the bottle it ftays 
empty — thoM have no objedtidn to do all tha]^ 
vprk over again« Vd take a nap if I thought 
nobbd'y wouU attack nay property •—flli.wwj and 
Jdtlsafieep.) 

Enter Mad^laine wtb a Bajket of Flowers. 

Mad. Achetez ma belle Rofe, mon beaux* 
}afmin D'efpaghe, ma belle Giroflee blanche me 
beaux oieletts deux. 

AlR^'^Madelaine. 

J^ad. Me$ beaux oieletts doux-r-cbme my pretty pinki 
*i buy* 

How brilliant the feafon^ how fweet is the cry. 
The Ladyi theBiihop> the Cottnt and Marquis ; 
X The Pinks of gay Paris> their pinks buy of me; 
. Tkfiy jilways pay double^ yet unile on me too> 
When they hear the fweet cry of my beaux oieletts 
doux. 

n. 

To the gard'ner I offer my money to pay> 

For the pinks I buy of him ; my dear he fays nay ; 

Since I faw your lov'd foot when you ftepp'd o'et 

yon .ftyle ; 
I'd give my whole garden to you for a fmile. 
At his word I then took him» with dear Sir, adieu^ 
Vet I paid him his fmile-— and then beaux oilettf 

douxt 

y^^u X c C A verZ 
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Ill 

A very fine Lord ; but a vile naughty mai!/ 
Woald purchafe my pinks — but my perfon trcpaftf 
He took out his fnuff-box, and cried with an air, 
** Ah ma chere mon ahge ; yoa are devilifli feir.'^ 
He fain would havekifs'dme: — I cried taife:^ vous. 
Vet his Louis I took> and then beaux oillets doux. 

Ay, if my drunken hufband was as in- 
duftrious a§ I am, we ihould live as happy as any 
couple in the Fauxbuorg St. Antoinc-^Lord if 
he is'nt fallen afleep— (/^^^/w^ at him!) Why 
you lazy devil. — Here's a dainty hufband for 
liich a pretty girl as me l-^Wt heard of one Mifs 
Venus that us'd to fell myrtles, fhe married a 
Mr. Viilcad, a blackfraith. — I'm fure Fve made 
a mere Venus of niylelf to marry a cobler ; why 
Savetier ! SaVeticr ! here's a bit of fwcet briar for 
you my dear, the patriotic colour— My Hero, 
and a nettle for you my darling — {pats him with 
the flowers^ 

Hav. (Starting out of his Jle^p.) My property. 
Heels, foals, Ihoes, pumps, ftraps, lapftonc^ ends 
and pegging-awls ! 
' Mad. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sav. Oh, wife is it you* {TawnSy gets out of 
blsJialL) — Oh you awoke me from the' fweeteft 
dregm>- ^ ' 

Mad. Ay, but are your children to get bread 
by your dreaming ? 

ISa^. My dear, I thought :— Kifs me Made- 
laihf* 

.^ Mad. YouVc n6t fo fond of kifling in the houic 
that.ypu faou'd get t» it in thr open Itrects, 

Sav. Such a dream ! I thought that I was Arch 
Bilhop of Paris, that I was preaching a fermon 
at Notre pame, and that as I was eKplicatifying 
on the text> flouriihing my arms iover my hea4 
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tike a mad kettle drummer, and beating the un- 
fortunate cuihion with as little mercy as if t'was 
my own poor lapftone, — Out flys from one of my 
flcieves a flipper of the Queens, it fkims round 
the church j the piqued toe hits the king in the 
eye, whizzing down, knock'd the fceptre out of 
his left hand into his right ; rebounding up at 
the bread of the Governor of the Baftile flaps 
off his upper button, and ftriking the elbow of 
an Englifli baker, with an oak flick in his fift, 
it fell on the toupee of Dubois the grenadier, 
and it inftantly fprouted into green leaves round 
his forehead ; and my dear Madelaine, as you 
^ere offering me one of your fweet rofos, I 
thought at that moment in ftepped the devil.— . 
(Enter Pere Anthony) He! he ! he! wife, did you 
ever fee any thing fo apropos. 

jtnt. Save you. 

Sav. Ay fave us from 'thee. — If I had men- 
tioned the black gentleman fooner, I Ihould have 
been cut off in the middle of my dream — he ! he ! 
he j— talk of the— he [ he ! he !— and— he 1 he I 
he! {looks at father Anthony Jignificantly.) 

Mad. Throw out fuch inunendes upon his 
reverence. Oh ! upon my reputation my dear-^ 
you are a reprobate. 

Ant. Madelaine you have confeffed but twelve 
times fince Eafl:er. 

Mad. Oh holy father^ my huftand here is the 
wbrfl: man. — 

Sav. You jade coofcf3 yQUJT own wickedncfs 
and never mind mine. 

Ant. Come with me child and let his fins fall 
upon his own he?id. 

NS'^'y; If Aire goes with you I am afraid her fins 
triJl fall upon my head. 

•' c c 3 Mad^ 



t^ tE GRENADIER.. 

« 

Mad. Why huJband do you know what 41 
Friar is ? Dont you know he can pumlh you«-^ 
bring you into the church. 

Sav. Ay and let him bring imy ftall into Im 
church and then I'll be a Prebend. -' 

Ma J. Do you hear him Father ? he*s the moft 
curfcdcft-^do you know— * 

AlR'^Savetier^r 

Gayl friends we'll h^ve a jorial hovtt^ 

Our wine and care difpatching, ^, 

And he that*s fad, why, turn him out. 

For grief they fay is catching. 

Then ftiake your heel and fhake your toe, 
SiBce freedom there^s rare news of, 
, We'll now kick high, and now kick low. 
And kick our wooden ihoes off. 

And where they'll drop, may puzzle aU> 

The dodor^ of the $orbonne. 
The globe turns round and let them fall 

Upon a Turkilh turban. 

The felfifti patriot may prate 

Of King and people vapourj^ 
J^et nothing trouble now your pate 

But how to c«it a caper. 

TJien Qixke yoar heel, ic^, 

Exeuntf 



SCENE V. 



La Place Louis XV. the Garden and Palace of 
the IThuleries with the Pont Tournant in view. 

Enter Guards and people with the hufts. A ft ate 

fedaj^ 
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^an chair, brought on preceded by footmen in 
green laced liveries, the people furround the chair, 
draw the curtains, finding it ope^i, they break it 
to pieces, and feize the footmen, one of whom 
looking at the people's green cockade (hearingly 
remarks, that- with all their patriotifm they wear 
the livery of die Count, they look at his coat an4 
then tear out their cockades, fting them awty^ 
fome ru(h into the milliners fliops and return 
inftantly with red and 4>luc cockades, which they 
put in their hats« 

^ lExit in tumuli. 

Enter Savztievl Madelaine andFEKz Anthony, 
Savetier feems fcizcd with ardour— difcontenied 
with his drefs-^Madelaine weeps — Pere Anthony 
comforts, and in condolence takes her ofE 

Enter a concourfe of people with wheelbarrdfvs^ pick* 
axesy ft)9velsy Qc. &c. Jhouts of ^^ Au champs 
de Mars!* 



AlR.'^Savetier. 

Come men and boys, widows and maids. 

For fiddles quit muiketjind trigger. 
Since Sire is now King of Spades, '^ 

Each noble fliould turn turf digger. 
The altar we'll raife in the field. 

The heavens our paens ihall greet. 
For power got tipfey and reeled 

, And tumbled at liberty's feet. 

^Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VL 

Le Riie Ricbkau. 

Enter People carrying the Buji in triumph. 

Ef^er Sav^tier» drejffed in Regimentals^ a label m 
kisiaffk^ ^* Un Capitaine a Louer'* 

AIR^-Savetier. 

Tho fome me a cobler will call, • 

I was a neat ditcher of pumps, 
'At laft I left hammer and awl. 

And now I'm a dealer in thumps. * 

I've taken fuch courage of late, 

Nor Gentles nor Nobles I dreads ; 
J*Ve leathered the feet of the great. 

And now Sir, I'll leather their heads. 

Hah ! Faralibobette, '^ 

FajraUbobo, 
^ Savatt Form Selette, 

Sabre tire Marteau, ^ 

Faralibobette, ' 
Faralibobo, 
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With lapflone I'll bang the Baflile, 

Then Inftep the Mailer to vamp. 
His foul cafe I'll tap on the heel. 

And I'll make him kick out at the lamp^ 
My bufinefs of late fo decay'd. 

No cafh could I raife for the booze. 
Bat I'll foon have a fioi^'ilhing trade. 

Since no more we ihall wea;* wpoden fhoes. 

Hah ! Fara. &c 



III. 



My wax end . I'll give to the Pope, 

To the German I'll give a few knocks. 

An Irifhman taught me to tope. 

And an 'Englilh Jew learn'd me to box.. 
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For liberty now I will fight, 
/ When I can't I'll perhaps run away, 

I'm Crifpin Swifs,Heftor fo tight, 

Cobler, captain for all that will pay. 

Hah f f ara. &c» 

Enteh Aldbkfelt, and the Royal Alemaade, fomc 
of them throw out gibes at the bulls, are rept»ved 
by Robert, he's pufli'd down, one of the Germans 
makes a ftroke with his fword at one of the bufts, 
it's broken, the people incenfcd, attack the Soldiers, 
with ftones, clubs, &c. — Mufquetry is heard 
without— -Alarm bell rings and a general cry 
** Aux Armcs/*— German Guards are driving 
off the people. — Enter Dubois and Martin head- 
ing a party of grenadiers, with national cock« 
ades, (blue and red,) they engage the Royal 
AUcmande with vigour— oblige them to retire.— - 

Enter Henriettey Madame Clem$ntine and Auftin. 

Proceflion of men and women, as to the marriage 
of Dubois and Henriette. 

AlKahdCHOKVS, 

* 

Gentle Venus iot a while 
Calm the tumult with ^ fmile. 
Let no care difturb the rite, 
Blefs with joy the wedding nights 

Women. So brave is the youth ! 

Men. And fo handfome the maid. 

Women. 'Tis valour. 

Men. 'Tiis beauty. 

All. Now call for thy aid. 

Chorus. Yet if the ftorm needs muft blo\^. 

And dangers fierce impending ; 

Women. He courage has to ftrike the foe. 

Men. She beauty worth defending. 

Chorus. Yet if the ftorm, &c. \ExeunU 

^Joe frocejfion led by Aujlin^ as to the marriage of 

Henriette and Dubois. 

END OF THE FXJtST PART. 
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PART II. 
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SCENE I. 



The Boulevards^ with a View of the Def6t des 

Gardes Francoife*s. 

Thomas, Jaques, and the other childrea 
of the fchool armed and in uniforms, drawn up 
before it. . Anabroife ftanding before them IhouU 
denng a large ftick, 

Pi\K;-^AmbroiJe. 

Come^ Come to your arms my boy»j 
Your firelocks poize. 
Shoulder^ 
Bolder, 
With your quick manoeuvre charm each beholder^ 
Ground! Fort Bien! recover I 
* ' A petit pate ! when cxercife is over, 
'-^ ^ . Alons, 

T~ Charge— -prefent — Fire — Bon ! 

' - (The Children Efcercife^J 
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£»/^r Madame ClemskttikSi thjitoxi^ 

Henrietti, £#r. 

Dabois takes Jaques lamd Thomas by the hand 
ud introdttces them to Madamis ClciiFeiitine znA 
Henriette as ht$ bro^ei'^Jl— The Ladies prefetit 
Ambroife atid all the Children witb^ National 
Cockades, they put them in their bats ^n4 
huzza ! Dubois and the Ladies defire ttie Chili^ 
dren t6 retire into the fchool out of the way of 
danger, theyaflbit^-bPMk t}ieir r^inks, play and 
walk about promifcuoufly — -Dubois and tbe Lai# 
dies take a tender leave of Thomas and Jaquts } 
aik Ambroife to go with them, he fays he'Uftay 
fome time longer \|rith j;he boys, 
\Ex0unt Dubois y Mad^ Clementine^ Henriettey &c^ 

Ambroife takes p2q}ers of cakes out of hi$ 
pockety and dillributes them among the chiU 
dren, they eu, hitgH, play ahtl are MTi thou! any 
xeguhiity going into the fcbooL A \roHey ot (hot 
-ac ^ cHlf^nc^.. The Gbil<ii?€n inftantly return } 
form themselves ia t)rder of b4ttlc, charge their 
pTeces: wtrh cxa<5 military di^cip'ine-rAmbfoifc 
l^an is looking at them with furprKeUnd a4niiiir 
rat on, 

ffnter 4^orn, S^'iefi and People, flying with 
prrcipitition. i^corn with fpirit, endeavouri 
i;o rally th6m--f Another vplkyTT'Cries of diftrcfs.^ 

Enter Alt(erfel4t and tlie Royal JJet^nde pur- 

fuinof thcm^— the people prepare^ tti^ fly-^The 

Kuyal Ailemahd^ to fpllQW'«»Tbe Children in* 

terpufe, form themfelvjes iQlo regular lines bc-» 

fore them,-dvfc+varge a volley of fmall (hot j thus 

rcpulftpd, the Koyal Allemaude make a ftand,— 

Alderfclt coo^mahrls ihem to fire on the Qhildren^ 

they reft^fe. Acorn rufl^efi ^rW4rd aod knocks 

TOL. I, p © AUcV« 
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Alderfeldt down* but is himfelf furrounded and 
taken by fome of the Royal AUemande and borne 
off. The Children again chargCt the Royal 
AUemande afhamed to attack them, yet many 
wouQ;ded and fome fallen , they are obliged to 
retreat* The People take courage, and purfue 
them ; the Women very adive in tbis^rrSome 
of the lowefi of the rabble attempt to rifle thofe 
•f the Royal AUemande that had fallen: ; the 
Children prefent their pieces at them, and they 
run off in confufion feveral ways.— The Chil- 
dren and Ambroife ezprefs pity for the wound-: 
cd, and with a fhew of companion call out the 
Servants of the fc^iool, and Surgeons who have 
them brought in. 

A Soldier I \)ras an4 1 buftl^d in war$> 
Qa my old fhiniag pate I can jfhew many fc^irsi 
The Army I left when I found the wars ceafe^ 
For little is thought of a Soldier in peace. 

I fit me down quiet upon a finall farm« 
- \ In the funfliine of comfort how happy I fing, 
"^ And all my rent paid and the tax- to the kingj, 
I ftill had a bottle to keep my nofe warm. 

The fnow of December tho' (hook on mv heads 
I ' fbe full rofe of June bVr my. jolly cheeks fpread. 

In the dance on the greehj when my legs chanced to 

fail, 
{ }iad breath enough left for a merry pld tale. 

But tho* I fowed, my wheat would ne*er come to flour. 
Three things ere I reap'd, would iny crop all devour, 
f The P^ftridge pic]cs,th^ gra^n |ip« ^i bUde the Rabbit 
gobbles. 
And ail my corn that grew to ear»« was threih'dijout by 
the Nobles, * - 
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So my flail I fling zvny and up with my Cockade^ 
And hoof along the furrows away for the Parade, 
iThen roufe ye valiant Tiers £tat> fuccefs and triumph 

wait OS, . 
My P]ou|^hfiiare leads you on my boys> Huzza ! Oli 

Cincinatus. 

GHdkUS OF Children. 

Then roafe ye valiant Tiers Etat, fuccefi and triumph 

wait tts» 
His Piou|^hfhare leads the way my boys. Huzza ! Old 

Cincmattts, 

The Childreh, headed by Ambroife, march 
round> and go into the fchool hti22aing. 

- • 1 ' •• iiiiriiiii 



SCJENE IL 



tauxbourgh St. Laurent — The Convent of St. Lazarre 

in view k . 

Shouting without on every fide. 
Enter froin the Convent 'many of the Priefts in 
terror and amazement, with their e£Fe£ts, fur* 
liiture^ plate. Wines, &c. 

Enter People at the fides, run into a Blackfmith's 
Ihop, and briag out various implements as weal* 
^ons, they go to the gates of St. Lazarre — the 
I'riefiiS endeavour by perfii^fion to flop them. 

Enter at the fide a body of reputable Citiaeng 

'^rell armed, they try to quell the tumult, but in 

"Vain J the people rufli into the Convent— The 

<]:itizens deliberate — the People return from the 

Convent with their plunder of Wines^ Provifi* 

onS| S^cks of Corii^ Plate^ &c« 

D D a ipftf^ 



Enter from the Convent Pere Anthony, tvaUcing 
^efore a coffin^ borne by four priefts as to bu« 
rial. The people give way with rcyercnce ; but 
iSavetier more bpfy than tke f eft^ getting clofe, 
perceives a piece of drapery hanging out of the 
coffin ; calls the people afide, points and laughs; 
they by force take and fet the coffin an end^ Sa- 
vetier jopeils the lid^ and Madelaiiie walks out 
of it. 

DUET. 

^0Vi{tier and Madelainei 

Savl A Miracle this ! 

^ Tk« 4«ii4 ^ome to li& ! 
It isn't-*— 
Mad. It if 

Sa'v. . By the Lord It't my wife ! 

Mad. I died the day, that very day 

T^^t you unwind forfpo^ me ; 
And from tne Grave, 
My Soul to lave. 

The holy Father took me. 
Sav» Yoo iho<4d M^e died at hox^e f>?f^eet fpovft^ 

. " Oh, wl^at a funeral feaft; 
Of a^ th^ cold meat in the houfe, 
> A dead wife is the bed : 

But tell ine Father Antfiony, 
Did you make my Tantony, 
Piggin, 
J^iggin, 
Squeak a few ? 

TeU ^e this, ^ad tell me tirse? 
4f^« Nevet mipd him reverend Sir, 

. , ^ He's a whelp they call a cur. 

That in Manger takes much box. 
Not Eat himfelf, nor let the Ox* 
Sam. Little fubfy there you Me, 

The Pj^iefl's the Dpg, the O^ am I. 
Mad, That your maoners I {Jirikes him) iow d'y^ 

Kkeit? 
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Swp» 



MaJ, 

Sav, 

Mad. 

3a*u* 

Mad. 

Sav. 

Both. 



\ 



Bf my Captain's fword and pike, it 
Is againd the Salique Law, 
That fceptre wags in female Paw. 

Captain ftrut without a tizzy. 
Ma'am be Babylonifti Mifly. 

March and lead tag-rag to battle. 

Giggle, ogle, leer and gig it. 
Powder, frizzle, and be wig it* 
Lifp and iimper, fneer and tattle. 

Captain ilrutt, j&c. 

Ma'am be, &c» 



* Ambroife and a great number of the opulent 
citizens and of the mod refpeftable of the Tiers 
Etat ftill endeavour to quiet the people, and dif- 
arm the moft defperate; then form tbemfelves 
into order, and |)fopofe to repair to the Hotel 
dc Villc to deliberate. 

Each Champion for his Nation^ 

All danger now defies'; 
Our wrongs in acclamation. 

In thunder, fhall arife; 

And tho' we draw the fword, 

*Tis not to lead a faftion ; 
Our Country ! that's the word. 

To dignify the AAimi. 

^ Night coming on, many of the people have 
lighted torches, [ExeuTU. 



SCENE III. 

« 

Infide of the Baftille. — A dark pajfage. 

The double doors are unlocked, and grate up- 
on the hinges. — . 

Enter 
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Enter the Governor^ Uaatenant A Rot, Exempts, 
Guards^ Gaolers with hunches of keys, and Arnold 
with a bundle. — The Governor tells, that by the 
help of this, (taking a friar's drefs out of the bun- 
dle) he hopes to have Henriette in his power, and 
revenge himfelf on her family. He aififts Arnold 
to put on the drefs, paufes, fays that he'll naake 
her father Count Clementin (now a prifoner in 
the Baftille^) the inftrument to draw her into the 
ihare. [Exit with Jrnold^ 



SCENE IV. 






Injide of theBaJiille, an odagonal Chamber of one 
of the Towers, marked with every circumfiance 
of horror agreeable to defcription% double barr'd 
windows very high from the floor ^ double Irofi 
door in the back flat, the perfpeSlive fo contrived 
as to Jbew the tbicknefs of the Wall, by the fface 
between the two Doors. — In one corner a large 
Iron Cage. — A gloomy Lamp hanging in the centre 
of the room.'^ A dreadful clanking of chains, gra* 
ting of bolts, bars and hinges of Iron Gates. 

Enter Count Clementin, his head enclofed in an 
iron malk, his drefs tatter'd and wretchedly 
negledcd, he feems in the deepeft defpair. 

A IK'^^Count Clementin. 

Author of good, a Sun thou'ft giv'n. 

To all beneath the cope of Heav'n 3 

Qh glorious orb ! oh joy fupreme ! 

For ever loft thy chearing beam ; ' • 

Ah what^s to him Celellial Light, 

Imprifon'd here in endlefa night. 

CHO- 
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CHORUS OF Prisoners. 
(Suppsfed from their reffeSive Dungeons). 

Ah what's to us celeftial lights 
Imprifon'd here in endlefs night. 

A ferocious Turnkey (after much noifc of 
locking and unlocking of doors^ and grating o£ 
hinges, &c.} enters with food, which the Count 
feems to loath. 

[Exit Turnkey with the food. 
The Count appears in extreme agitation of dii^ 
trefs. — Takes a filver plate and fork^ looks round 
with caution and conceals them. 

AlRc— Cai/»/ Ckmentin. 

From my lov'd wife, toy babe juft bonb 
A hufband, a fond father torn. 

My anguifh can I bear ! 
This breaft with Loyalty tho' fraug&t^ * 

A Traitor to my Prince I'm thought j 

No comfort but defpair. 

Cbir. rfFri/oners, No comfort but defpair. 

My food is loathfome> bed is hard> 

A Ad chilling cold my ftony ward $ ' 

Ungentle valets tend. 
Drop fcalding tears corrode my face> 
Still fatal ca^ue my head embrace. 
My \if^ and forrows end. 

bor. of Prifoners, ' Our grief with life muft end. ' 

The flower may wither in its bloom. 
The lamp can wafte within the tomb. 

And fountains are exhal'd. 
My Senfes to my Griefs awake. 
Why ftttbborn heart refufe to break> 

When even Hope has fail'd ? ' 

^hor. of Pri/hners. Why ftubbor|i heart rqfufe to break» 

When even Hope has fail'd ? 

Du- 



jc8^ 



Lii'^iAMhtEit. 



During the air rc-eotpr TTurnkey, at the back 

appears to be taking (toWii the words. 

Enfer the Gopernor^ GffardjyCS^c -r^Tlje Governor 
places himfelf bet.viree&i! the diM)r( and Count Cle« 
mentin. The centinel^^it it aire doubled. The 
Governor unlocks the t^butitfk^ malk. they fit 
and enter into converfat^on,; , A CQ/nmiffaire un» 



feen by the Count takes dciwrit his anfwers, then 
puts the book iti his pocket. 'The <?oyernor fees 
a ring on the Coutit*s fingei^, fe^'^efti it with a 
mixture of politencfs gijd (jsryility ; the Count 
appears to fet the higheft value on it, and can^ 
not be prevailed on to part with it. The Go* 
vernor changes his manner, orders the Iron Cage 
forward, and corfioiaa^s two. oi|^. the Guards to 
hold him ; then forces off the' Ring, and claps 
the Maflc on, which he locks. THe*CQ^nt daChes 
himfelf on the mound^ as overwhelmed' with zn-^ 

guifh. r ■ ■ ■ 

Enter jfrnold in the friars drefs. —The Govern or 
with great joy gives Arnold thp Ring tells him 
to take it to Madame. Clementine, who bv that 
pledge w^ll know her hufband lives, and will 
obey mftiuSibns*. . v ; . \3f^tc^ftM 



* 
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J Rct6minAiadiitir^0efhe^^^ fvi 1' ? 

Madame Clementine, Dubois^, Kenfl^e, Hf an 
tin, Ambroife, Jaques, Thomas, and company 
difcoyered, fupper over.-i^Dubois and He^rictte^ 
as bride ftn4 bridegroQni. ^ 

GLEE- 
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GLEE. 

I have Veen drinking, , drinking I have been ; 
I fee by yont arch bUnking» 

You dp the famej 

Then cin you blame. 
My eyes fly rbgue for winking ; 

While wine is eoofi. 

Youthful ouri)Tood, 
Gay friends be blithe and bonny ; 
While time is Aow in merry mood, 
LetVbaniQi care if he intriide. 
With hey nony nony« 

It. 

I'm giving t6 loving, love is my delight; 
I (ee by your arch biinkmg* 

iLove's fweet to you ; 

Elfc why archly woo 
My eyes fond rogue in winking ; 

From your bright Up, \-^ 

Sweets let me up. 
As bees from flowers take honey: 
We'll laugh and kifs, and drink and a\. 
And let the pleafing burtheaJ^l^ 
Be hey nony nony, 

.Madame Clernetatine looks at Henricttc with 
%endernefs and concern, then at a whole length 
portrait of a man, weeps^ and feems to invoke it 
Jtfbr a blefiing on Hehnette and Dubois, They 
look on it with reverence and aSedion, Dubois 
Compares the face with Henriette's ; and Madam 
<^lementine expreffes, by pointing to her widow*s 
--weeds, that 'tis her deceafed Hulbahd. Hca- 
^ette appears to comfort her. 
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J^Cfw Ihall the ho^ieft man hcpn'A>%, 

His bi«od with Tinkers blended ; 
And let the villain be defpis'd. 

From Clovis tho* defcended. 
That fools ihouM rev'rence claim from, bloody 

Fly hence tlie vile delufibn* . 
Hc's'truly noble who is good> 

And this is Conftitution. 



' * 



Hard icnockf abroad, when I was yoanf , 

I got upon this hard head> ^ 

With lit4^ crofs on button Muhg, ' 

I was at home rewarded. . * ,\ m 

But to make ujp for tides of blood, r . i; O 

A patriot ettu&on> .; vj^i 

^ I dcinb mjr Wa and country's gdoi, , ' ^ 

And thisls ConftitotiM. \ ^ '' ^ 

Hefvriette prpp(»feB a family daiite-^tliefeve^ 
ral domeftkt men awl muds ire called in<^ j J 

. A BALll^T. ^ ^^ 

■■•'•.••■ -'..'. )■ .« i. ' ' - '♦r^i.^l 

The Olsiiiee <Hrar^ Ente^ Ati^, (abruptly) am 
nouncing a p^iftm to MacJame^leoieiitiiieY-^htk 
raifes tlie company *$ curiofity^ . ££x«r jili^cf # 

She reenters introdotiog^ Arnold \m )m im^r^ 
drefs} with adioDS fuiti^g fais a0Um<d^charaicTf<; 
he delivers Madame Clemenfioe the Jlin^i'at jbltf 
firft light of it (he's &i zed widi> afiiqBrifhmemi^ 
fucceed^d by joy, communicates the .reaion cf 
it to the com fyan^^y— their fuprize;a|t>d pjeaiiii?<t, 
•^Henriette takes tiie ring, l(>oks dp ait ,cbc pio^- 
traits pfefiea the Ring to ^^ lips^ and puts it ok 
her finger, Arnold toofes at the pidure^ poi3i^ 
altertiately it that and the ringHvith iecn?iBg.daiiJ- 
tions of p1eattir«.--*Madame QenieDtine in'c^res 
^i^ith Henriette to accompany. })im,;asritariateet 
the Coufit according to bis dir^Sioos' » ibe ji9L 

of 



i 



/ 



i 



I'.^MTOf^ 



Sit 



of the. company attempt to gpwith them«-»op* 
pos'd by Arnold's advice who tiiikes off Madame 
(CJtementipeaadHeiiriett9b|r>tbe)bM4^ {Exiuutt^ 



V. 



SCENE yi. 

Nighty lefoH Madame Clementinas thufe. 

A Coach at a llttdc diftstnce, the (Jpvernof 

^ews himfblf at the wipdows of \iit» the four 

Guards and Ejteoipts ende^ivoiif! to hide them* 

felves ftandiqg up clofe to the wall i Madame 

Clementine's door opens. Ehtetfipbtn it Alice 

with a lights Arnold, Madame Clementine and 

HenHett^^^ Antiold ass by acpdeni^ 49iKJQll9 the 

Candle out of Alice's hanfJ^ thfeaii^^ m 

jipologies and feemjng complaifance, leads the 

JLadtes to the Coach door. Henriette tteps in- 

K»s th[e Coach, M^ame Clemeiatme folkitwing 

iiitf^Arnold iuddt nfy pllicks ber baqk^ 

- y^Bntfr Sqvetifr^ oMcrves flyly what is going 

Corwardv makes figns that hell caH ibe people 

^po^^heir refptte*— Two of the guards feijse him, 

^hd thruft hio) iptp th^ Co^ti* ftUlt the dipor, 

'^tui ftep ^p behind ; the Guards fMrroqnd if, aod 

^ idrives rapif|iy o(F.-~^M44Ame Ciemeotine 

^oons^ A}f<:e fi^ricks.-rrl*nter trom the hoqle 

SDutoois, Aiiilin^ -^*^^r^'^ and cum pany-^A lice 
'In t()^i|i|on ^nd tiight teUs the circi|mllance— 
^^^yfad^n^e Clempntiop jhi4 4U» much dii^refs'd, 
^Pubi)i& enraged.— {^^h$uling without 

^' Enter Mariin^ Grenadierf^ QiisSie^ra^X^n^di and 

a concourfe qf pei>ple as to the deoiVQlithion Qf 

^\fQ fiakil^f^ |>9bf|i9 heaus %W with joy^ (ncuu- 

Jt« a lagej 
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rages tjiem with fpirit, examines their armsj finds 
them infufEcient for the enterprife ; ex^refles 
w^nt of cannon. — Robert advances, and pro- 
pofes to go to the Hotel des Invalids. 



<■ "" . * 

Dear Paris,' native city beft bclov'd. 
Forgive thy fons by hard oppreffion mpv'4; 
1 hough tumults banilh thy internal peace, ' 
Our Right! eftablilhed, then fierce clamours ceafc^ 

Anarch on ! we do not draw the fword, ., 

To fheath it in TOur Country's breaft ; 

But till her freedom is reftor'd. 

Oh ne^ef fhall this arm have reft. 

While Nature with a bounteous hand. 
Has fhower'd her blpilings O^er our land. 
How fmall alas 1 the poor man's /hare ; 
The Galling Yoke no longer l?ear. 
To keep u& fl^ves |hc prea| combuie; 
And ihake the laihif vye repine. 

Come on brave youths, let's ftrike the blow^ 

Our wrongs in acclamation, 

Sliall let ijfur haiighty Tyrant^ kiiowp 1 - 

The People are the Nation. 

. mxeunt led hy Duboiu 
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SCENE I- 



Inftde of the Baftillt. 



^NTER Saveiier groping his way. 



A'-^.i^U 



RECITATIVE. 



Sav. What the devil! who's that? 

Blefs me I 
It certainly muft 
Nobody 
V Vfery odd! I 
Two pair, of feet hear 
A Cat? 
A Rat? 
Toad or Lizard-r- . 
What's the matter ? 

Tho' nought bcfore^my eyes is 
My teeth chatter 

My hair uprifes 
And together knock my knees harck 



AIR^ 



LB^miVA^B^^ 



AIR; 



Vvc got into ft dvQgecp. batlivw to* get oaC i\ : o ; 
fiecaufe I don't k«ow is^ ja^ttcr of d<|abt^ .p^; |^ , 
Should the Governor hni me, it ruiM ib mynead , 
If my life he fhould take, then it3 oadis bb^ rm dew 
My two pretty eats he'll cut off fo t!kfe»/ * ^ '- ^ 
3Qt say behe*dkay)e my head fiicldag hBtwcek 
For the good of mx country tayfe\l 4 f ^cpofe*^ 
And glory to follow— -I'll follow— my nofe. 

It 

And if I ibOTild Qhance to get into the air 

Of my fine dainty body helLkii;dly take care^^ 

Left by a great fall I my little toe break, 

J think that he'll tie me ijp |aft by the ne^ ' ^^ 

Before the vile gibbet deprives 'me Off Mfe^^ /kVc.^T> ^ 

Like Bratiis, or Ca€# M) fi$U on Ay kiiiifil 

I'll let out my heart's blood here on this cold ftCAe^ 

And I'll let out— .ill le|»*-T^d }*U l?t45i?^n^=|i^^ 



A fmall door'opcns> ^ntcr frob^ 



A^^ 



^^ 



por with adiaik lanrcro leading in H^iyic^tl^r 
V^tier retires j7thA Gbvcr;jor. wrpczfHJf gii^i^ m^% 
riettt^in at ariothter door, Savlecier /g;ctt^ 
hi$ way falls 4 the (^ovitiw^t^ U^n^ 
fncaksj-Quod xhe plice^crouchingV.uop^ii^^ cpccj 
ing, and niany ludicrous pofiuoastpcoaceatr 
felt, mews like 4 cat, fqueakjjikc a ?4|j» Wf^i,^^ 
vernor Hill fifteniag 2Ln^ looking 9,hQ^tL 
to qonc^al hinnfclf gets behind him, aii^ l|ill ^ 
Gj^vernor walks about with the li|;l^t.Savjc;xicj,«^c( 
behind, jgjt length falling pn his hand$^^n^^3! 
the Govcxnqr fuddenly mT\\^k.^^ck,V^ 
him, at firff aUrn^M fc(uc ri^i puts l^HigTiY 
Savetiers face, who kneels befeechirig mercy ; 
Governor pau fes, Ipoka mt tkp door where he 
fccreted Henriette and concluciing that (he 
have b^en fcen by Sf ve^er^ defer oiiiitt co: d< 
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him, goes fome paces h^tk and with aAions of 
kindnefs and encouragement defires Savetier to ap- 
proach ; Saretier waifeing towards him, sL trap- 
door fuddcfily <>|)enstrn^ir him, krtdhe difa^pears, 
the Oovernor e^pj^ejHcs joy in felf-fecurity. Going 
towards did'oom inhere he had placed He^i^e, 
a noifewithout^ he makes tothe^door he came in 
at, blommthkligit^^^^i^^ ' 



mmtmtmm^tmm 
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t3^;j£ lilo:. c ..: r 



hroUe. Citi^ens^ People. — They demand entrance are 
orafnate!^ r^t^^^ Cehtiriels who prc- 

^^ th^ir bay^ SoWiersy &c. attttr^t 

111 them; fetit ^e^jlrevehted By DuBois* "^' 

'"t^r at the fide it^fcr/^ haftily, 1^ tells his 
___-Ii8^ (the Centirels) how iU he had been uled 
^i^^ %6yal Allemandc---'gives them national 
iJiSiciw, ttey^^^ their hats, huzia, and 

i^Wciubdis, Sbldicis, People, &c. into the Ho- 
ri3I^^ il!|)at(;y 6f Soldiers Wait without to cover the 
^'^'^Iflce : Ke-entet thofe who went in, bringing 

"9ai|;rtorl, muikets, and all kind of wamkte 

SBJfei': !Thej^rdiut of the old drummers, triirnr 
^iei^''^ ■ Jjfe^s whinifically cha^aaeriftic. 








"' '5' Shouts of ♦* A bas la Bajiiiu:* 
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)ppreffl<m fto^^' 



^:^] I 



,.riuJ Ot lets be free or ceafe to live i 

Sweet 
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Sweet lily that To long hath droop' j 
ifLflfk)rioii&^ii^|^^^ new rc?vvfe i 

Heiioid tlic hxkihg ipidci ^M^h 
He i^eais his cruel fangs» , ^ ; ^ 

The thoughtleft Qj in web to ciitch < 
:Theinle£tdieis!iiii^aing9V; r( 
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^/»^. Let*s drag the fpider froni his den 
The Baftilre is the web of nien, ' 
The wretch th^ built yon sumfiftn dr^r; ^ 

Within i( Unettifh'd litfiiijMLjf ear s 
WhenPhaiajri^ the tyrant curil ; 

' Uf Brazen-bull muth bo^ed, . _ 
The artful maker was the iirft 
Within his fine. buUraaftec^ V ; 

|/f(£. Now fell the tree whbfe lofty prid^ IP '^ 
. ■"- Hath hid its beauties in the. fti^Acg 
Fame to the patriot brow decide , ' 

The laurel-that can never ikdei '>^ rvobniw 

.r The noble theme with jay «ep«|t , , , . y ^ i ^ j^ ^r 

" ^ Oiir cauf« (hall with fuccew be prpvi^^'i * ^ ^ t^^ ' 

To rattling drums our hearts fhali beat . ' ** '^ V 

r Oar voices to the trumpet tound :^ ' '^ -mt^SL • 



L'iCV^il/OC 
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Down with bolts bars and iron door, ; ' ' ^'^ '^^ 
~ The gwiltleiVprifoner ihall be free ' .^n^^WB 
. ;Oar caiQion with tremendous roiTi ^ ' H !!Ji 
Shall join the cry of Liberty^ ^ . .. 

... .^ ... • - ■ ■ - ■ / *-^ . 
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SCENE III. 






BefareUeftoniGaUs &ftht Bajlilk t "I^ktv^^ 
: . bddges and MoaU I On^jh^ otii^ fitte a:fim 
' i (^ dfe.Eaaxbaurg St. Amoitiei oh Jbe Mf^&ke <&»• 



the drawbridge is let ddwhi X-icuicns^nit .^^^^ Koy[: 



come) 
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cbrties over itbeariflga'-wlifte^agf ^^^ within 
beats a parley j he Ipvttfs 1^ cour- 

teous action ; A^liji^^ iind oiahy.o the 

Foflc } the bridge is inftantly riifed and an ex- 
plofion of cannori is heard within fucceeded by 
cries and groans ; the Feopk without arc enraged 
to defperatioft at ches^ Oov ernors . treachery. A 
cannon is fir'd ahlodg them frdrti theJBaftille, they 
run in diforder to the other fide; Robert points 
out danger in Ibme brambles that appear on the 
Boulevard, clofe bjr'wheri^ they ft^nd j They quit 
their (faition, and a cannon (hot is fired from the 
thicket} The people then retire i(ito the adjacent 
houfes with precipitatioo and arC' feen at the 
windows, and on the tops, frbni whence they fire 
at the Invalids placed on the bittlementSji ramparts> 
and at the Embraffures oif the Baftille^ 

Enier dowfi the Street St« Antoine, JDuboisi 

liartin, Anabroife, Thomas, Jacques, Oti^rds, 

@^ens, Women^ Children, ^c. with the canrx>it 

If the Hotel dcs Invalids, a white flag is feea 

"^ led on a tower of the Baftilfc, and at the 

fta cannon is (hot from it ddwn the Street Sa 

ttoine. Dubois diredts the Soldiers and pea* 

to play their cannon agaihil the gatesr of thi 

^ftille; they are ijfatter'd d<^n, they then point 

.liglainfl: the chains of the draw-brid^ which &IIs 

'^ilpi^fbey pa& by it over the firft ibuS^ A k4nd^ 

^H^BiAchief is feen <0 drop^ from a fmaH widdo# of 

Hilefc^Jkaftilkk ind from a grated s^rtute mfilver 

^ate faHs ; Dub<Hs knows the ^aiulk^rchie^to be 

Tcjririe^tt^'s, and Mat tin (hews him the nanftc of 

"^ it^ C^i^htin ftifrribe^ 6ri the place V Aey 

jt^iPri olfer^ the j^^ with the greateft rapi- 

"* ; £a^nn6n bdntinties placing, the Women and 

[Scene clo/es. 
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SCENE IV. 

In/tiieoftheBaJliUe. 



''■>! 



^ i 



Et^ter thr Governor, PincmailU J Etce^pts, ttMh 
%/j &c. much terrified ; tHfe Governor m ^^^c 
djftraftion giving confufed orders to his tiStCtXi. 
They rvn about in terron The nbife wiA6« 
iacreafcj; The tJo Vernor goes off With emotions 
Qt.deipair. [E^^knt'jm. 

Enter from a chamber i&m^f/^i frig^hcehe^. 
The noife ftill ericreafing — She feized wkh^difbiiqr 
a|^i terror falls on her knees and turny hesh cf*s 
tp hejiven in ferment prayer, - - -i 

Enter (vovci another chamber in a fliMr-'Md 
foleain pacq,, Count Clemcntin. His irokY maik 
on, He approaches Henriette. Shetums^ftid* 
deniy» an^ ac the fight of him fhrieks ahd A(N90ns, 
he gently railes her. She revives, he takes off 
his maflc, flic fhews die riiig, they rcco^feing 
€^. other for father and daughter, ate Uruck 
wuh furprife and affedtion. She kneelria^^hiAu 
he tenderly embraces' her. The noife^k^M^urrnitrir^r 
approaching, he takes her by the hand^ and hditily 
Icad^ her to an adjoining room. i ^- "^ "'^ 
.., Enter in wild imnult of fury DubDis,^^lMaitin, 
Aoabroifci foldicrs, citizens, people, -&t?.*^-^All 
4iiWTy from place to place, killing -the gluoois, 
^ forcing keys from the jailors, opening tht^^^teim- 
jbcrjs and dungeons, rcleafing the prifo^rsi ^dtpd 
Jbyriflging otit and difplaying the 4cveril ^ihfttu* 
^. 'ancflts of torture. ' ■■' :i7t? w- 

" y Enter Madelaine, Pere Anthony^ I^ii^iwamiu 

, xh§dm% ^^f . eSrr. , The old Count- de ^4^0cge 

abrov^gnc from hijS cell 'niuchemabiated, his bciif4 

very long, filled' with joy '"and Vrdlkk^ ">bi»c 

^ ' fcarc 



k 



(carce bcaf the lighl, Ma^y^of the people r^^. 

cognize in the prifoncrs Iheir former friends 

and relatives. I>iL}bpk riins precipitately from 

cell to cell in fearch of Fienriette. Opens a 

4ui^fpB ftifped like.a cone rcycrfed, frion> whence 

jl^orn, afccnds, bu? unable to ftahd, falls : 

^iiup^ joy: Acorn ppinting; to the place of his 

X0iai^rmn% ihows the lituatjpn his feet were ih. 

J*h^ nght of the unhappy prisoners and various 

IWipl^qmcnts of torture roufe the indignation of the 

l^^ltimde; high a^iiift the Governor, and ttiany 

v^lfp€;i;ff ieye^al wsiys in fearch of him with ihbuts 

^irf^vwgeance. ^ ^ ^. 

Dubois, Ambroife, Martin and their frtends 

!:)C9nUJD||ng their fearch for Henriette, Bubbis 

;^dS6wr^r$ A^rnold ill his friars drels, ^hey drag 

lum foir^ from his concealment, he falls on his 

.^OW^i iwplpres^ for mency. Dubois drawing 

T/de0iiin4s where Henriette's fecretcd. She enters 

gii^t^^j jMns ?^ who quitting Arnold, 

^;idafps her in his arms. 

^i^i E^er Ma^lamrC/ep^tinep and from the rctom 
v/tdjoioiag Count Clementin with his malk in hi» 
-:Jiaj)d^ Mi^lamc Clemetitine feized with aftoniih^ 
ment and joy at finding her hufband. Each 
..r\Ciiila!&cr tull of rapture and congratulation; 
I Jiavetiei's voice is heard at fome diftance under*- 
.^iMath. AH furprized liften. The voice feems 
: iMteer^ The difiercnt charafters liften at fevieral 
~ ^1^1 p^^ the groupd from whence they think the 
^^i<le proceeds. . It feems to come from under 
wncrc Ambioife ftands. He jumps afide. Made- 
^ hum laughs^ j^ndthf voice i§ heard near her, Ihe 
^jkaj^s fifiQe frightar^. Dubois runs to the place. 
-^ :Lijltch$. : Searches, and pulls up a ftone difcover* 
i^gthf circular entrance of a fubtgerraiieous pAi^- 
F f a age. 



■S^ 



age. Savetter^ fii4ie«rli»ud £i om belo Vi they wntk 
difficukv hdp fcim CHjc* ^H much foil'd 

runs about in frantic joy tinibrfcing eyery.bodyi 
particularly Madelain?* Sl^utf pf : triuoipa 
wichout. 

Enter citizenf^ ff^'^^^h i^c. dragging on th« 
governor. He ptoftrafe^ himfelf in an agony of 
grief and rymorfe, w?i^ps ancj beG^eches their 
compafljonr They tear off his badges of hQnovr, 
he throws himfelf in(Q the arms of Dubois (ot 
protcftion, whp touched with pity weepSj but 
fecovcring hiV fortitude firmly "^^quaints him 
that juflice for his treafon to the people deHiands 
hi?, lijfe^ and ^\i h»;ry biii> cflf for t|^e pUc<? dc 
Qreye.' ', . . ,' 




SCENE LASt. 

JP/tff < de Greve-^Fiew of the Bote} de Villc. 

* r •' 

PiHcemailley Th^ Qovemor^ Ampldy dJxA other 
Unpopular Charadefs led to j^xecutioo, the fpr^ 
^ler with a halter of ftraiw roupd his iieck> and ^, 
bunch of thiftles hanging down his breaft, the 
trophies cnnfift of large Jock?^ JteySi bolts, bar?, 
chains, the iron malk, and other inftiuoiefits or 
torture/ fnffj^tirled on poles.; ; -> . 

The Stage tfear.—Gr^nd Pw^(?^.—4 in which 
Dubais, as having firft mounted the Breach, ^t 
the PeO:ruaion of the B^ftitle, is carried i» 
Triumph. , > . . . r 

KV^r^Amhtoife^ and CmKv<%^ 

Sufpended Jxigh alwv^ ^ii reiach. 
Was hung this civic crown, 

v.o'J^yithgbryj&redheinounb thjeJbreacJ^ i 

And plucks the trophy down. 



Intre^ 



J 



I 



lM^^&K£R»MgML.- 
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Laurel ptiDubjou' hea4X 
Who ia W caofe dpfpifing ideatl]i# ^; 
Bi'hoivcrar cvetlrrw* 






Cmfit 



No intereft in the la&d hadlie^ 
Our good was ^U he^oiight* 

And for our rights* fiw li&erty^ 
Alone the Hero fought. 

Sofpended liigh abov^ his reach. 
Was h«ng the civic crown. 

With glory fired he mounts the hf#acl^ 
And pluckis the trophy <k)wn. 



\ t 



Enter Ctiunt Clementin^ Madame Clementine^ 
Benrieite^ Acom^ t^c. Dubois dcfcends, and 
embraces HeQne,tt€^„ tbe Couj^t joiog their 
hands* 

FINALE. 

Savetier. 

To Tettle all our new dSfputes, 

Let's to the iavern gang man, 
WeMl drink and ikg, ai^ bum oor boptSi^ 

fiat firft we'tt hang the hangman. 

RECITATIVE— ^>w3r^j/&. 

At Satans fell beheft, uprcfe thbfe hated walls, 

f \y ■': Now at an Angels voice the curfed fabric falls. 



'^:- ,.. 



( . . . 

Martin* 

JulHce in awful Rate has claxm*d her own. 
Displaced th^ Fury , ^hat ttfurp'd her throne, 
Pefpotic power ihall wear a robe no more. 
The iron hand her fword ranfl now reftore. 



Count 



■=-^^ 



Count CUtwniw-^'RECtrKTr^i 4fC9mfa$ied, 

Nor at the frrcat event, (hall we alone rejoice* 
Man, born free I fo filMk^ ftm^in, 'tii natures {e&e* 
ral voice* 

Dubois. 

Let every heart with.ripture^low. 

For a joyful moments near ; 
Tho* from the eye. that fount of woe. 

The paUid cheeky dranki o^ the tear : 
That eye fhall beam a living ray* 
; That cheek ihall bloom the rofe of May» 

CHORUS. 

Every heart with rapture g]6w» 
For a joyful moment;* near. 

Ambroife. 
( To thofe Rekafedfrom the Bqfiile.) 

From the Dark Dungeon's hideous gIoom» 
Of the free foul the loathsome tomb/ 
From foHtude and pain and ftrife, 
Jmmerge to all the joys of life. 

DVIEJT— Dubois and Henriette. 
(To Count Clementine.) . 

Come view the beauties of the year. 

The fragrance of the iiowers inhale. 
And whUe the lark floats on the ga)e. 

His liquid notes-fhall charm thine eart 

Henriette. 



To long loft love and friendihip fweet, 
l.et meeting hearts with rapture beat. 



And 



And (bci^l interchatweipf ^^ii - • r s . 
And (mile behign^ and con verfe kind. 



r lir .- -y;': ■! - '- '.. 
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Laanch into the world, new born. 
And hail with fong^ this bl^^iTed morn I 

CHORUS. 

Reviilt thtt^lad world* new born» 
And hail With ii(Mig» this bfeiSed m«m. 
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AC T I 

SCENE I. 

ji Hall.'— ^Horn founds* \ 

Enter Diggory, meeting Frank. Dig gory car* 
rying a dijh of cold beef and a tankard. Afoot-^ 
man following Frank with a tea-hoards 

FRANKf 

Mr. DIGGORY, your mafter's lip ; I hear his 
horn. 

Dig. Aye, Mailer Frank, IVc got his break* 
faft here. 

Frank. Beef and porter ! his flomach is deli^ 
Gate this morning. 

Dig. Why, yes, he's always a little puny after 
a night's hard drinking. Aye, about a potind 
and half, or fo, will make him eafy 'till near two, 
ud then—* {bell rings.) 

Q Q z Frank. 
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Frank. Ha ! I think my mailer's a little im^ 
patient too for his breakfaft. 

Foot. Shall I take up the things, Mr. Frank ? 

Frank. 'Sdeath ! what do you wait here for ? 
Fly ! I imagined you had left 'em above this half 
hom*. 

Footi Why I thought— 

Frank. You thought ! Ah ! this thinkiag is 
' the ruin of us. Now if you wou'd not think, 
but do as you are defired, it would make — 

Foot. I fuppofe a man may have leave. 

Frank. No converfation, I befeech you: {belt 
rings . ) Have you any ears ? 

Foot. I have^ and handa tao, and that you 
fiiall find fome time or other. — Takes more airs 
upon himfelf ths^i the ma^o: ! \HalfaJidey ancf 
exit with the tea things.'] 

Frank. The impertinence and freedofb of thefe 
fcoundrels is abfolutely intolerable. 

Big. Who Ihould he make free with, if he 
can't wifeh his fellow ibtv^^nt^ I 

Pr^mk. Fellow fervants, Mr, Diggory ! Do you 
make no difference betweeu aferyant in livery, 
and a gentleman's gentleman? In the country, 
I fuppofe, it's " haU fellow ivell met ;" but here, 
fir, we are delicate, nice, in our diftinclions ;^ 
for a^ vialeti mdves in a i^pti^re,^ and lives in. \ 
flile as fuperior to a footman, as a Pall-niall grooH)^ 
porter to the maMrkcr of s^ tennis-gourt* 

Dig. For certain, fir, we valet-de-ihams are^ 
grand feUowaj but yo^'U fqe^or^ of that when 
I get on my new regimen — I mean n>y new Hver ^ 
•^pflia ! my pew clothes, I ipean. pid yon 
breakfaft, fii? I 

Frank. Yes, Pve^had my chocoUtjCr, 

J)ig. Do take one flice of beef. 

^ Franks 
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Frank. What a vulgar breakfaft ! beef ! fhock« 
ing! 

Dig. Idon»t knowastpthat. Sir, but I have heard 
beef was Queen Elizabeth's breakfaft; and, if 
that's the cafe, I think it's good enough for 1. 

Frank. But isn't that for your mafter ? 

J)ig. O, rU leave enough for hej Til war- 
rant, (bell rings) 

Frank. That muft be for me, Mr. Diggory. 
Serviteur ! lExit. 

Dig. How genteel he looks in his mallei's old 
clothes! 

Enter Tim Tickle. 

_ _ • 

. Tic. Ha, Diggory ! the London air agrcea 
with you, I find; k^ep working, lad; lirong* 
beer is our ftream of life, and in good beef lie^ 
<he marrow of an Englifli conftitution-^that*^ 
in the genteel way. {born founds) • 

J)ig. I ipuft follow the found of the horn, 

[Exit with beef ^ finging. 

Re-enter Frank. 

Frank. Mr. Tickle, feveral perfons are wait- 
ing below for Mr. Lumpkin, and they alk to 
iee you. 

Tic. Perfons ! . 

Frank Yes, fir; there are tailors, (hoemak- 
ers, milliners, perfumers, dancing^-mafters, mu- 
i3c-mafters and boxing matters. 

Tic. ril be with them iq a pig's whifper ! 

Frank. What a catiff for a gentleman's tutor I^ 
O ! he's ftiocking 1 * 

[Exit. 

fie. 
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Tic. Aye! now how could he do without 
me ? If he wants a coat cut in the kick, who 
can fhew him ? I~A tafty nab ? Why Tiin,— 
Handfome pumps ? I know the go. If he'd 
have a tune from his mufic^mafter, a thruft from 
his pufhing-mafter, a ftep from his dancing-maCr 
ter^ or a fquare from his boxing-mafter, Fm the 
boy that can fhew him life in the genteel way. 

Enter Diggory. 

Dig. Mafter Tickle, the fquire wants you. 
Tic. Iftir. 

Dig. ril tell him fo. lExit 

Tic. They can do nothing without me. To- 
ny Lumpkin's nobody without Tim Tickle. Vll 
;o — no— I think I'll ftep ftrft and give my bear 
lis breakfaft ; poor foul ! many a good one he 
has got me ; ayd, and may again for aught I 
know. The fquire^s good at a promife. that^s 
certain ; but what's a promife ? Pye-cruft. I'd 
no more depend upon a gemman's promife, than 
I would upon a broken fiaff, or a candidate for 
the county after he had gained his eledion. 

[Exii. 



SCENE II. 

A Chamber, 

JoNQiriL difcoveredin a morning undrefs^ Frank 

attending with chocolate. 

Jon. Frank, has your lady quitted her apart^ 

meat. 

Franks 
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Prank. Yes, fir, I think I heard Mrs. Laven- 
der fay — Oh, fir, here is my lady. ^ExiL 

£»/tfr Max. Jonquil «»rf Lavender. 

Jm. Good morning to you, madam. 

Mrs. Jon. Thank yep, Sir. Lavender, give 
thofe cards to Pompey, and defire him to de- 
liver them agreeable to t^eir addrefs. I have an 
idiimenfity of vifits, but mufi pay them this mor- 
ning in paper ; or. Shock, you dear polite toad. 
Will you take the chair, and be my reprefenta- 
tive to the ladies ? {to a lap-dog, which Lavender 
tarries under her arm.) [Exit Lavender. 

Oh, my head! fuchanight! Mr. Jonquil, whea 
did you break up at the mafquerade ? 

^^0«. I fancy, my dear, 'twas five. 

Mrs. Jon. I might as well have accompanied 
you there, for I counted the clock 'till four. A 
inafquerade to this hbufelaft night, was a Quaker's 
tneeting. Such a noife aud uproar ! 

Jon. Uproar ! — What was the matter ? 

Mrs. Jon. Only your coufin Tony holding his 
nocturnal revels. 

Jon. Tony ! So, fo, 'twas here he came, 
when he flipped from me at the Pancheon. 

Mrs. Jon. Yes, here he came indeed ; and 
fuch a ball as he held with the bear and the fer- 
vants, and the mob out of the ftrcet, I believe ! 

Enter Lavender. 

Lav. Madam, Tm ferry I'm obliged to com- 
plain of a fervant, but don't blame me ma'm ; 
j>ut indeed there's no fuch thing as living in the 
Iioufe. 

Mrs. 
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M^si yon. What is all this ? 

Laif. Why ma'am^ Mr. Diggory, 'Squire Lump* 
kin's man, ran into your ladyihlp's drefnng-room» 
and fnatched your cold cream off the toilet, 

Jon. Ha ! ha ! ha I what in the name of deli- 
cacy could Diggory want with the cold cream ? 

Lav. Hefaid it would do to oil his wigi Sir. 

Jon. Ha! ha! ha! 

Mrs. Jon. Nay, but Mr. Jonquil, this is be- 
yond beariiig. I*U affure you rU— 

Jon. Come, my dear, don't be difcompofedy 
•twill foon be at an end. ' [Exit. Lavender. 
Let me fei what time his mother prbpofes to ht 
in town, for I think (he fays ihe'll take a houfe 
for hiqa. I have her letter here. 1 wifli he wai 
in' a houfe of his own, from my foul, for in a 
fortnight I Ibould not know mine from a carrier's 
inn. 

Mrs. Jon. What gives me moft lingular attiaze* 
ment is, that you chufe to be feen in public with 
him. 

Jon. I grant that he is not the moft eligible 
companion for a ^man of falbion : but at a maf- 
querade I was fafe from cenfure, for every body 
imagined the uncouthnefs of his appearance, and 
rufticity of his manners, merely the eflPedt of his 
imitative genius. The company thought his be- 
haviour ail aflumed, put on pour Poccafion^ for 
he threw off his domino, and 1*11 affure you^ 
fimple nature got him inBnite reputation. He 
gaped at the mafks, roared moft fientorioufly 
difcordant with the mufick; overfet the pyra- 
mids, pocketed the fweetmeats, broke the glafles> 
made love to an Arcadian dairy maid, tripped 
up the heels of a harlequin, beat a hermit, who 

happened 
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happened to be a captain of the guards, and gave 
a biihop a black eye. 

Mrs. Jon. But his mother's epiftle ; I languifh 
to hear it. 

Jm. I aik your pardon, heM it is* {takes wi M 
Utter and reads.) 

« Dear Co^n, 

** In the bearer of this, I introauce to you, 
^* tare and friendmip my .dear foil Tony. I'll 
** afiure you* coufin^ Tony with you^ help wil 

make a bright man, as. he's already numour- 

{bme abd comicaU I (hall be in town myfelf 
*< in about a fortnight, er three weeks, andtlbeu 
'^ I intend taking a houfe for him, in fomd airy^ 
^ lafliionable part, fomewhere near i)uke's 
'< Place, as Fd have him near the King's Palace. 
f* No more at prefent from your loving coufin, 

" Dorothea Hardcastlb. 

" P. Si Mr. Hardcaftle's and my love to 
** coufin £rhUia« I rec^ueft you'll take Tony to 
** Sadler's Welk, as Tm fare he*ll like operas." 

{^A horn founds without^ 

Mrs^^on. Blefsntei what's that? 

Jon. Oh, that's Tony's fummons for his man ^ 
lie fays he hates the ringkig^ofbellsy therefore has 
ifiveAted that polite fabftitute. 

{Tony calls mthout^ 

Tony. Hollo, Diggory, hollo, 

Jan. Oh, here he comes* 

Tony, (without.) Hollo ! flap up the bear, 

Mrs.Jon^ Heaven nief^nd us, fure he won't 
rive in a h^ htfre. 

Jon. No, no, my dear, don't be alarmed. 

Tony, (w/j&cir/,) Gdnlfc afengj Bruin. 

vpft. I. H n Eitter 
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Enter Tony Lumpkin* 

Come in ; I long to introduce Bruin to my re# 
ktions. Coufin Milly, will you fee the . bear, 
ma'am, if you pleafe ? 

Mrs. Jon. Bear, ob, heavens ! [Exit baftily. 

Tony. Coufin Milly's very timberfome, fure; 
3ruin is a mighty civil beaft ; why he's as gien- 
tie as the good-natured lion in the Tower, tbaf 
let's the dog lie in his den with him. 
' Jon. I don't entertain a doubt of his politer 
nefs or good-nature ; but you'll eternally oblige 
me by fending him down, / 

Tony^ Now would it oblige you in downright 
earneft. 

Jon. Beyond meafure. 

^eny. Tim^ walk Bruin down again: bid 
him firft make his honours at the door tho% 
Come here — only, coufin, look>— only look at 
htm. Servant, Sir ; why he learned among the 
grown gentlemen at Hatton-garden. Ah do 
now let him in, and he, and I, and you, will 
dance the hay, He*s muzzled I Tim, an't he 
muzzled ? 

Ttm. (without.) Yes, Sir. 

3l?/ry. Oh ! then there's no danger ; you fee he 
cou'dn't bite you, if he had a mind; he cap 
only fcratch you a little. 

Jon. Gads curfe, but Fm not difpofed to be 
icratch'd this morning. 

Tony. Oh ! very well ; any other time. Only 
fay the word, and Bruin's the boy for it» Slap 
)iim down lad. 

Jon. I wiih th? devil had you and him to«« 

gethert 
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gether. Such a fellow ! — ^Mr. Lumkifly hate 
you a fancy for this h#ufe ? 

Tony. Anan ? 

y$n. I fay, do you like this hdufe ? 

Tony^ Like it I for certain I do. 

Jon. Then to you and the bear, Imuft abfo-« 
lutely refign it. 

Tony. I thank you for your kind offer ; but if 
you were to give me your houfe, and your pye- 
balds. and your vifee vie, I would not thank 
you; becaufe them that give all» give nothing 
at all. But indeed if you'd let me bring in 
a little queen with me fome time or other, 
unknown to coufin Milly, you'd make me as 
happy as a king, 

Jon. Oh, fie ! 

Tony. Oh» fie! Baw ! (hake hands! Why 
don't you get drunk fonretimes ? It's mighty 
pleafant! Ay, and very wholefome once z 
week. Dr. What-d'ye-call-um fays fo, in the 
book that lies in my mama's window : what fay 
you to a bout, coufin, ha ? 

Jon. Excufe me ; drinking is« in my opinion, 
the moft favage and barbarous method, that 
ever brutality invented, to murder time and in-> 
telleds. 

Tony, by jingo, then mama is the firft time^^* 
killer withiin ten miles of Quagmire Marfh : Oh I 
ftkc loves a fup dearly. 

Jon. For fhame I Mr. Lumpkin. 

Tony. Oh 1 take me, it's all in the genteel 
^way, tho' ; for my mama always fipp*d her cor- 
<lial out of a tea-pot ; and then, before folks, it 
was only a drop of cold tea, you know. 

Jon. Ha, ha^ ha! 

Tony. Ay, and Coufin Con, Miis NeviU, that 

wat 
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was eouPtiBg me^ ufed la diiak hkc a ghJalhf 
blower, all in the fenliiiiemal way. Ov«ff z 
]ove*ft9ry book, fhe and my mama wouLd readf 
and lip till i^oaia^ out ot tfaeir cws. Sure Cosfin 
Cpn was in love witb mc i Oh I horn fweetly 
fre*d kifs fiae after a ckapter 06 Mildmay, and a 
twift of the tea-pot. 

JoH. ¥e^ yeS) wkujt Pve aliways^ fbuad; 
cufic me! tf'tl^ei^^s a woman infeh)^ worJki eafior 
^d*, than th€ die-away romantic aoreUift. 

T&nys How fine I td| Ilea I he fwallowa t^cnt 
Kkefyllabtib^ {afide.) 

Jon. Bnt you gave m^ the flip laft nighty at 
fkkt Pantheon j why d^d sot you. wait for £np-> 
per? 

2>»y. Why, I love my fupper a&weH. as any 
body, efpieciatly after a day's huntiqg.; becaufe 
tbeawe have fomething to talk o£ But tho 
ftiug way for my naoney ; and we had our own 
^ig here at honied I nqver faw the bear fb 
airy. 

Jgn. But what think yoii of the fpkndor of 
the Pantheon ? Is'n't it the temple of elegance ? 
an Qlympus Hallj worthy the Gods to rey^I 
in? 

r(?«y. Gods da yon call *em ? I took fomc of 
*em for rafcals. A fool of a fellpw would have 
it, that I was a lady y now I am fure L have not 
a bit of the lady about me, escept tbeXoftncTs of 
ipy voice, but the monkey wad^ a macarqni ; 
and thpfe beaux, I fancy, make as much ufe of 
a woman, as they do of a fword ;, they keep 
bbdh merely for ihew. Ob, qow ktalk of that 
by jingo, I faw ^ pqwer of fine ftews yefierday^ 

o'top of Ludgate-hill- 
Jon* Shews? 

Tony, 
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^n/iy^ Ay, I b«lieve Pve fi^en all the iSiiefliaxri 
tlow; aye^ Gog and Magog, St* PauPs and tbt 
Towef^ and tfare bigkt poft hear the Bridge, 
Ikat^s going to fafi upocr the neighboQ» heads | 
and Tve feen a hafigrngs and a faoufe on^ fira ; 
apdl pcttd arhalfjpenny ta watts over tfie Thames 
at Blackfriars ; and I eat calves-head turtle, op 
pofite the Bank; and iaw Lord Thingurame's 
fioe aoach, and the Lilliputian Patagonians^ 
and the Stock^brokiers on 'Change -, the mad 
folk^ in Bedtam^ and the ador-folfes at the 
Play-houfes ; one of the play men at What^d^ye^ 
call^ili play.^]^^oafe was very like you, * 

yon. But, Mr. Lumpkin, I imagine 'tis time 
for you to begin to drefss fomeof the Scavoir 
Vivre and- Dilettante dine with me tq-day,. and 
yoU'llbe' a- precious exhibition. (afiJe.) 

"fcny. Ay, ay,^ Pit be as fine as the fiierifli 
hoffd, by-agd-by. 

Enter Diggory, 

{In a new livery \ Jlruts aukwardly dcrofs the Stage. 
Tony leads him by the arm back to the door.) 

Get out ! 

Dig. Why, fure, 'Squire, you'll be proud 
enough yourfelf of your new cloaths when you 
^et into them. 

Tony. Yes, but there's fome diflFerence between 
^he mi|ler and bis dog. Pray know your diftance^ 
^nd I deiire, Diggory, you'll never dare to be fo 
luperfticious with me, before company 

X^/f. Well; I won't. 

Tony. You won't ? — I think you might call 

me. 
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me, my honour, and not wafte much of yqitf 
manners. 

Dig. If that's the cafe, there's all kinds of 
tradesfolks, and ingenous learners, oi allifizesj 
waiting below for My Honour. 

Tony. Your honour, it's my honour they 
want. 

Dig. ril tell them fo. Sir ; my— your honour, 
mean. ' [Exit. 

Tony. Well, now, coufin. Ml goj and— v 

Jon. Sir, Mr. Lumpkin, I have a trifling re^- 
quefi to make. 

Tony. What is it ? Fll give you any thing yoa 
aik. 

Jon. That you will drefs vith all poifible cele- 
rity ; for I languifli to fee you one of us. 

Tony. Hollo, for lace and powder. Hollo, 
Diggory ; hey, for grandeur— yoics — hark for- 
ward, taylors, milliners, and glorious haber- 
dafhers ! hollo, hollo ! (Exit. 

Jon. Makes more noife than a kennel of 
hounds, lExit. 



SCENE III. 

An Antichamler. 

4^^^r^/ Tradespeople, andTiuTiczi.Zi 

difcovered. 

Tic. He Will, Tfenthisman to tell him. 

Tay. Greatly* obliged to you, Sir. 

T/c, You are fo, if you kew all ; but, for my 
good word, 'Squire Jonquil wou'd have taken 
^ Mon- 
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Monfieur Frippery, the new fafiiion French tay«» 
ior. 

Enter Diggory. 

Dig. He's coming; pray fit down» gentle-* 
men, it's as cheap fitting as ftanding. 

Tic. Diggory, j^ecp your own ftation, I do 
all in the gentleman-ufiier way, d'ye fee 5 be« 
caufe why, I know the genteel thing ; but take 
me neighbours, I don't want you to ftand, d'ye 
mind me/i only, Diggory-i your encroaching 
upon my compartment, is juft as tho'f, as how, 
as if my bear was to fnath my hurdy-gurdy out 
of my hand, and pok'd me till I moved a horn-* 
pipe. 

Dig. For certain, that would not be manners; 
but I was only- — - 

Tic. Say no more ! you're an ignorant man, 
Wd you don't know the genteel thiiig. 

Enier Tony. 

Tory. Hey, for grandeur, lace and powder! 
Vhich of you is my taylor ? 

Tay. Vm the man. Sir. 

Tortjf. Have you my clothes, Mr. Taylor ? 

Tay. Here they are. Sir, and a more fafliionv 
^ble fuit never hung upon the fhoulders of an 
^^mbaflador, 

Tony. Tim, do they fit me f 

Tic. Quite the kick. 

Tay. But won't your honour try them on 2- 

Tony. No, it's too much trouble. 1 make 
^im try on all my new clothes for me» 

SAoe. Your lhoe5, Sir. 

Tony, 
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7i>nyi Black iattin, beaiitiftil ! ah, Tim, if f 
)iad my filver Artois buckles here! 

(Dr. Minumjings without . 

Tony. Hey ! what merry fellow's this ? Get 

along, boys, leave your goods, and fend your 

KUstoTim. [Exiunt tradefmtn. 

Here, Diggory, by my clothes ready. 

^ExitDigSfry with the clothes, 

Enter Vkahk. 
Frank. Doftor Mi^um, Sir, [Exit Frank, 

Enter Doctor Min u u^Jinging. 

Do£l. (fings) Tol de rol, loll. Gentlemen, 1 
aflc ten thoufand pardons : I thought Mr, Jon« 
quil had been here i but if I don't mii!lake, Mr, 
Lumpkin. I prefume, [to Tic.) 

Tic. YouVe wrong tight boy, that there's the 
'Squire ; I'm Tim Tickle.his tutor. 

JDoit. Sir, I'm very glad to fee you well. 

Tony. That's a lie, if you're a right doftor, and 
know IVe got fifteen hundred a year, {^qfide. 

Doff. If your auricular organs be happily hu- 
maniz'd to the celeftial fcience of harmony, froni 
your affinity to a gentleman of Mr. Jonquil*? 
tafie, you may command my ailiftance; 

Tony. Oh, I'm not long enough in London tq 
fiand in need of a doflor. 

Tic. No, d'ye fee, lad, we Want no doflors 
nor pbticaries yet. I don't know how long we 
may remain fo. 

Doff. Your pardon, gentlemem — but, I fan-, 

cy 

Tonyf 
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27^5 Did you knoW Jack Slang, the horfc 
doftor? 

Do£t. Entirely unacquainted with any of the 
faculty ; but under favouri there's a trifling 
miftake in this overture to our acquaintance. 
Give me leave to inform you, gentlemen, I am 
not oiie of the prefcribing performers, who con^ 
vey this human inftrument, the bckiy, to its 
iportal cafe, by pill^ bolus, or draught ; but I 
fiiift the foul above the ftars» iii founds feraphic,' 
by minum, crochet, afad quaver; And pleafe 
to obferve, that tho* I am a dodor, Fve no more 
ikitl in the materia medi'ca than an advertifing 
quack ; I am a profeflbr of mufic, and com- 
pofer of oi'iginal pieces, in that elegant and 
mellifluotis fcience ; and^ to oblige my friends, 
a feled fett of the firft rank and diclindtion, I in- 
ftruQ: on the violin. 

Tony. Then ten to one^ but you know how to 
play the fiddle. 

hod. rd venture tb accompany you in that 
bett. 

Tony. Zounds^ man^ could not you fay at once 
that you wei'e a fidler, and nbt come round about 
us with fuch a circumbendibus ? 

Bod. Fiddler, in the name of Orpheus ! Eh! 
what ! fiddler ? allow me. Sir, a da capo to my 
own introdu£Uon ? 

Tic. A what? 

Dod' Three bar refts, if you pleafe. Sir j lam' 
furpriz'd you can be To much out of tune, gen- 
tlemen* , I am One of the conoigfcenti — have had 
the honour to be balloted a member of three fe- 
le<St private concerts, compofed of perfons of the 
firft rank, aye the Alto Primo of taftc — had the 
rqfufal of the band of Carlille Houle— -ledl 

VOL. I. II for 
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for five feafoDB it Vauxhail— had'^oihe 
thoughts of pnrchafing the gardens myfelf*--^! 
have eofBfK)fed two oratorios, ten ferenatas, 
three fees of overtures, concertos for SignorFlo- 
r^itini's vidoncello, fongs for the Capricci of 
PaletlEno, and folos for Madaaci Sermont's viditn> 
grand ballets for Signor Geolrgettini, Signora 
Caperini, Signora Baccini, Signora— — 

TVr. Damn your Signioras and your Signiors^ 
your Inis and Winis ; can you play, Water 
Parted^ or Lango-lee ? — that's the genteel 
thing. 

Tony. Oh, mayhap they're too hard for him^. 
Give me your hand ; I love a fiddler, becaufe. 
one may make him play till he's tir'd, give him 
Z fliiUing, then kick him down ftairs-^Do, dine 
v^iith me to-morrow. 

DoH. V\\ promife you anything, to get from 
you to day. (qfide.) I ihaH pofidvely do myfelf chat 
honour, fir, 

Tcfiiy. That's a good feHow ; but bring your 
fiddle under your coat, will you ? you (hall have 
as much liquor as you can carry. 

DtfSf. YouVe fuperlativcly good, fir, 

Tony. The devil a better— You fliall hear Tim 
Tickle touch up^is hurdv-gurdy. k 

Ikff. Oh, fir ! 

Tony. You ftiall fee the bear dance too* 

Doff. That muft be fine indeed I 

Tic. Why, it's the genteel thing ^ 'Squire will 
l^ave the dulcimer man. 

D$ff. Ah, Caro Divino I we ihall have a de- 
lightful concert— I ft all ccrtair.ly attend you, gen- 
tlemen; but a moft. particular engagement obli- 
ges me to deprive myfelf of the felicity of your 
company zi prefcnc. 
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fii^Hold, hold, doftor s you rmift give us a 
rafp before you go ; Tim, fetch me the fiddle out 
of che next roon> i coufin Jonquil was playing on 
it juft now. 

3?^. Iftir. [EKit. 

B^S. Oh, heaveas. {afide.) 
. Tony» You will give us a fcrape j ha, boy ? 

Doif. Oh, fir ! {bows) how (hall I get out of 
this fcrape ? (ajide.) 

Tory, {capering before a glajs) Ay, do you find 
fiddling \ rU find dancing. 

DqEI. {ftealing towards thedo$r) Andante, An- 
dantin0| Piano, Pianiffimo, Allegro, Prefto! 

{Runs fiff. 

Re-enter Tickle with a Violin* 

Tie. Here's the coal box, Doftor i what ! he 
has borrowed himfelf ! 

Tony. Gone !—:-yoics— hollo, fiddler, hollo I 
{Running out is met by Fi^aj^h) Where's this "fid* 
dler? - " ^ 

Frank. Fiddler, fir ! oh, Doftor Minuni> I 
fuppole, you me^n ; lord, fir, he flics as if twenty 
Dutch concers were in he wind. 

Tony. The next time I ^atch. the rafcal. Til 
make him play for ipe, and Hick him all the 
While 

Frank. Bm, fir, nny mailer's compliments, 
and wifhtrs vouM pi cafe 10 get dreffeJ \ it's now 
clofe upon three. {Looks dt bis match and exit.) 

Ttc, The fellow \\^s got ^ catdcr^j ftnke him^ 
plump, {qfide ) • 

Tony. Zounds ! I wi(h I cou'd get a watch, 
that the figures of it were not io letters ; I never 
fran know what a clo^k it is, by the X's iuid the V's 

aud 
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and the Ts— I wifli I could get a watch ^hthe 
figures in figur^^ upon it. 

HrV*. 'Scjuir^, $hat*s bepaufc you know how to 
cypher. ' , 

Tony. I fuppofe fo — Hollo, Diggqry, my new 
clothes ; and then for grandcqr, Uee i^ad powder— 
Holio^ I](pllQ. [Exeunt. 



END or THE FIRST ACT. 
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7 SCENE I. 

A Drejjing Room. 

Mrs. Jonquil at her Toilet^ tf»i Lavender, 

attending. 

Mrs. Jonquil. 

Jrla ! ha ! ha ! Indeed, Lavender, I think fo too 
but where is the favage now ? 

Lav. Ma*am, I fancy by this time he's almoft 
transfornied into a very fine gentleman. He's gone 
to drefs. 

Mrs. Jon. Drefs ! Ah ! his native riifticity is 
invincible to the powerful combination of art and 
elegance. His tutor a bear dancer, you tell me ; 
ha ! ha ! with fuch a pupil a bear-leader we mud 
grant him. 

Z.av. Ma'am, he has brought this Mr: Tickle 
purpofcly to London with him, to (hew him taftc 
B^nd high life in the genteel way as he fays. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Jen. Yes, tafte and gentility ar a Sunday 
tea-garden, and high life at the top of St, Pauls. 

Enier Tickle and Painter, 

Tic. G)mc, nnafter Painter, connc along; this 
way, I believe, we can take a fliort cue to the 
'Squire*s room* 

Mrs. Jon Who are thefe ? what*s the matter ? 

Tic. Only going to quarter the ground. 

Lav. Fye, Mr. Tickle ! what bufinefs have 
you here ? and why would you bring fellows into 
my lady's apartment ? 

Tic. Fellows ! why, ma'am, this is Jack Rad-- 
die, the fign-painter. Why it was this here Jack 
that painted the Three Jolly Pigeons at Quagmire 
mar(h, down in our parts. 

PainL^ Yes, and the Sariicen*s Head Tim. 

Lav. Come, come, get you along out of this, 
with your jolly pigeons. 

Tic Get out ! Strike me plump ! is that your 
manners, ma'am ? 

Lav. Go, man ? pray take your Saracen *s head 
out of this room. 

Tic. Hark'ee, if you deny that,you paint a head 
every morning, your tongue gives the lie to your 
cheeks. 

Paint. Tim, that was a dafli with the pound 
brufh ! . 

Ttc. Ay, ay; Vvc\ the boy for it. Come along; 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Paint. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Exeunt Tickle and Painter^ 

Lav. An impudent fcUpw J I paint indeed I A 
prttty difcernirg tutor for a young gentleman 1 

Mrs. Jon. Lavender, hand me the eau-dc- luce, 
I die ! oh heav'ns, threw up that fafli ! I (hall ex- 
pire ! 

][.av. And np >vpnt^er, ip^'am: Ym fure th^ 

ch^niiB 
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chamber fmells of oil worfc than a floor-cloth ware- 
houfe. 

Enter Diggory, fearcbes round the room. 

Mrs. Jon. Heavens ! \^hat*s this now ? what do 
you want, ? 

Lav. Why is the deuce in the fellow ? For fliamc 
Diggory ! why do you come into my Lady's apart- 
ment this way ? 

Dig. This way ! why would you have mt come 
in at the window ? 

Mrs. Jon. For mercy's fake, do, good man, 
withdraw. 

Lav. What do vou want ? 

Dig.^ I want my matter's boots- 

Lav. What the mifchief could bring his boots 
into my lady's dreffing-room ? 

Dig. His legs, I believe ; for I think 'twas here 
he took them off. 

Mrs. J. Do, pray retire, I beleech you, fir. 

Dig. 1 beg pardon, ma'am, I fee the boots arc 
not here ; fo Til go look in the liable. 

{^A tapping at the door. ) 

Mrs. Jon. What monfter have we now ? 

Jon. ^without.) Avec permiffion 1 

l.av. My matter ! madam. 

Mrs. Jon. Entrez, monfieur. 

Enter Jos QSiL. 

Jon. This way, for wonder fake, quick, quick.. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! fuch a fight, tranfcending all So-* 
ho ! 

Ms. Jon. I think rt mutt be fomething fuper- 
'Natural that can excite my wonder now. But 
^Uohs for this miracle. 

\Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. JoNoyiL. 

Lav> (looks in the glajs) A Saracen's head ? 
Yes, it mutt be my lady he meant. \Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

yl Gallery bung with Pi£lures0 

Enter Mr, and^TS. Jonquil. 

Jon. Now, fettle your features. 
Mrs. Jon. O, I fet rifibility at defiance. 
Mr. Jon. Mr. Lumpkin, are you apparcll*d| 
quite conopletely a- la-mode ? 

^ Enter Tony> irejsed. 

Tony. O yes, I think Fm the very colliiower of 
the mode. Tell me in downright earneft, how do 
you like me, {Jturns round) Eh ! Coufin Milly ? 
I believe, now Tm fomething like a tanzy -, how 
do you like my hair, tho^? 

Mrs. Jon. Charming! 

Jon. The ftyle moft happily fancied. 

Tony. So it is, coufin Milly j youVc a fine head 
of hair, if it's all your own— -it's very like fome 
of the heads I faw in the barbers windows* . 

Mrs. Jon. Now, that's fo civil. 

Tony. That's what eVery body fays of rtie, that 
I'm fo civil ; but do you know that my mamai 
ufed to drefs up my hair herfelf every Sunday, 
whether I would of no ? (he'd rub it up wjth foap^ 
and put a paper in the top, juft like the figifof 
the unicorn. 

Enter Lavender whi/jpers Mrs. JoNQ[yiL# 

Mrs. Jon. Prefently ; Mr. Lumpkin, altew mc 

the liberty to withdraw myfelf for a moment Or 

two. 

Tony. 
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Tony. Ma'am,. I'll excufe your going away 
^ith a great deal of pleafure. How polite fine 
cloches make a body ! {afide) 

\Exeunt Mrs. Jonquil and Lavender^ 

Enter Tickle, 

7?c* 'Squire^ the Painter's ready, (to Tony) 

Tony, Mum. {apart to Tickle) 

Jon. Pardon my Guriofity, Mr. - — excufe 
me. Sir — you fpoke of a painter ; are you aCr 
quainted — I mean have you a penchant ? 

Tic. A what ? 
^ Jon. That is, do you admire the art ? 
-, Tony. Oh, yes. Sir ; my tutor's very knowing 
in the picjture way. Tim, fhall I tell coufin you 
carried a fhewbox* {apart to Tickle) 

Tic. You need not mind it now. {apart to T6^ 

Jon. There are fome tolerable paintings here, 
5ir. {hooking round) 

Tic. Yes ; they are quite genteel. 
Tony. I warrant, now, they ftood you in a 
matter of fifteen or twenty pounds. 

Jon. Above ten thoufandf 
. Tony. Pounds? 
Jon. Pofitiyely, 

Tony. What a ftud and a kennel of hounds 
that would buy a man ! 

Tic. What a colledlion of wild beafliflej^! 

Jon. Befides the money I have, expended ia 

jrny Flemifli and Italian acquifitions, during my 

tour, I havA, at ^this moment, a pecuniary un- 

derftanding with moft of the eminent pi^ure^ 

.j^eajers and audioneers in town j and/confe- 

. VOL,!, KK . quenly, 
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quently, the refufal of antiques, coins, duiia^ 
lap-dogs and original pictures. 

S'ic. How do you order it ? 

J0H» Briefly thus: if an extraordinary engage* 
meat prevents me from a private peep, previous 
to the fale, fuppofe me in the auftion-^room : a 
full fale, good pidures, my favourite piece up, 
friend Mallet» in the heat of his oration, cafts 
me an eye figni6cant; I, unperceived by the 
company, return an affirn[iative fignal ; and one, 
two — ^down, the pidure's mine for one third of 
the value. 

Ttc. What then becomes of his poundage ? 

Jon. That, Sir, I make good by an ample dou- 
ceur. 

Tony. Well, let them' fay what they will of 
flock paper, pretty piftures for my money ; cou- 
£n, you muft choofe me fome nice ones, when 
aiy mama take^ a new houfe for me. 

Tic. Ay, 1 dare fay, 'Squire Jonquil knowa aH 
the painters in town, in the genteel way. 

Jon. In town ?— no — no*-Mr. — ^Sir — if a mo- 
dern ever intrudes upon a pannel of mine, taftc 
muft give the preference to Flemifh and Italian ; 
if the contrary fliould tranfpire. Sir, I'd be ex- 
cluded the ton J as void of all virtu. 

Tony. Virtue ! It does not £hew much virtue 
to encourage foreigners, and let your own coun- 
trymen want bread ; damn me, if I do that ; and 
damn them that do. 

Tic. Well faid, tight boy; there's a fine fel- 
low, and Tm his tutor. 

Jon. 1 own. Sir, I'm of. your opinion ; but 
powerful f aihion !— 

Tonjf. 
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%fry. Tim^ there's a clever fellow, running 
mf ter a pretty girl among t he bufhes I 

Jen. ApoHo, purfuing Daphne, by Corregio 5 
ebferve the modeft grace in the flight of Daph-* 
ne ; and that figure of Apollo, what fine pTO« 
portion in the outline! what an attitude ! 

fie. ISf ow, that there I call a tall waman. 

Jon. A Vandyke ! 

Tony. Mrs. Vandyke? 

Jfon. No, no ; it is the portrait of Beatri:s 
Conftantia Gontacroyana, painted by that ina£- 
ter. The Judgment of Paris, the fleeping Ve- 
nus, and that delightful picture of the Cardinal 
Virtues, Faith^ Hope and Charity, are by C^Vm 
raci ; a moft enchanting piece I obferve how 
finely the Hope is relieved. 

Tony. Relieved by Charity ; poor foul! 

Tic. That's a pretty woman that's looking up 
at the iky. 

Jon. A Cleopatra, by Guido. 

Tony. See the little eel in her hand ! that's « 
dark looking man in the black bonnet. 

Jfm. A Rembrandt, by himfelf. 

Tony^ Yes ; he's all alone, there's a woman ri- 
ding on a white cow. 

Jon. Europa, an undoubted RaphaeU 

Tony. No! 

Jon. As true as the cartoons. 

Tic. Riding on a bull! ilrike her plump; 
^Squire the woman and the goofe ! 

Jon. Jupiter and Leda ; upon my honour I 
never faw a more capital pidure !•— »but, dear Sir^ 
t.he geofe happens to be a fwan. 

Tony. Mayhap 'twas only a goofe before you 
^ot it, — Tim, who is that like in the black wig. 
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., J««; That is the pdrtrsiit of Charles the, Se- 

cond, . . - 

31?^,, He's mighty like Matt Muggins the ex- 
dfertian. 

"J)^(?«. lt*s a Sir Godfrey Kneller; but I fancy! 
King Charles never fat for it. 

Tic. And fo they've drawn him (landing. 
Who is the lad with the long hair? 

Jon, Lad, Sir ? that's a Magdalen, by Guido. 
Tony. , She's a plump Mag. Who is that thin 
iflJooking iPellow ? " '. 

" yon. It's a pifture of Caflius, that ftabb'd Cae- , 
fir — rlt^s a Rubens, very bold. 
• ^r. Yes, he was a bold fellow. 
" Jon > Good keeping! 

^ Tic. IFaft enough j I remember they kept him . 
in Newgate.^ 



7^«. Ci^iarmingly; brought out ! 
i v/^.' He wis brought out in a white cap^ tiec^, 
with black ribbon. . . 

Jon., .What a glow of colouring ! 
r^fiV. i never fa\y a man look better upon the 
occafion. , 

Jon. ^ Gready defigned ! forcibly executed ! 
^ *//(!*. 'Only the peac^-officers at his execution, 
no calling in the jnilitary i we have had enough 
of that ali'eady/ 

Jon. What harmony of light, and ihade ! 
What qoble maffes ! 

^ 'ITc. Maffes ! He a PaplOi ! Til bet t half an 
ognce, that Tom Caffius, that ftabb'd 'Squire* 
Caefar, died a Prefbyterian. 
^ Tdny. How knowing nay tutor is ! 
(During the above /peeches of fickle^ jonquil Jiands ' 
enraptured with ihepi£lure^ not attending^ him-) 

• ^ Couiin, 
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©qufiq,.-CQufia Jonquil, hollo ! 

(^Slaps him on the Jhoulder.\ 
Jon. Sir! 
.^any^ I intfaid tp, have my pifture taken off 

fonde evening or other. . ., 

... . '?- 

; Frank. Sir, Lord Spindle has fent to let yott 
Ktiow, he waits for you at the Thatched- hdufe.' 

Jon. The chariot at the door ? ' - 

^'^ Frank. Yes, Sir. - [Eoctf^^ 

Jon. Adieu, [ExltJ^* 

Tic. Abfolutely, ^Squire,- this coufiii of youip's 
is k'fip-ltbp naacarbni. 

Tony. Yes,' He^^ i ftmotis mac. - - '•'^ 

' Tony. But tho' he feems to love his pidures, 
as I do my horfes, he does riot tkke half fo great 
care of 'em. Think of old bonnets and black 
and brown heads! Gofl him ten thbtafana pounds 
tQ9. Why; my little Robin, my WKfpper-m, 
l6bks'rnc*e' decent than the beft of thcift; '^ 

'*T/<^.:Aye! but when my friend Jack Raddle 
the painter comes hvufh upon 'em; they^H Hbe 
^ite'anoth'ei' thkig* 

Tony. But what keeps him? •> 

Tic. Here'heis. 

Enter Painter, with a pot of paint and large hrujh. • 

^ - •* ■ ^ » 

* ' - . • 

Are you there. Jack? Come; fall to. 

Tony. Hold^ you remember the bargain : 

Tickle, be witnefs. You'rt to paint fine large 

powder'd pretty wigs upon every head in this 

\ room. 
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room^ at the rate of half-a-crown a Rob all 
rouqd. 

7i>. That's the bargain. 

Paint. And I fcorn to go back^ tho* it^s a tight 
price, your honour. 

Tony. How charmingly they'll look I 

Tie. Yes, they'll be quite genteel. Hark'ec, 
Jack, d'ye fee, I recommend you to this here 
'iquire ; fo do the job neatly. None of your lit- 
tle ftarv'd caxons, with one buckle, and that 
no larger than a pipe-fiopper; but let me fee the 
browneft face againft this wall, wigg'd like an 
alderman. 

Painf. Say no more. 

Tony, But quick, quick, buftle; you muft' 
have 'em done before coufin comes back. 

Enter Digooet. 

Dig. Sir, the gentleman's come. 

Tofiy. What gentleman? 

Ttc. How fiiould he know ? I'll go fee myfelf. 

lExii. 

Tony. Come, come, fall to. 

Paint. Don't fear, fir ; they fliall foon be quite 
another thing. 

Tony. Come along, we'll be with you foon 

again. Come; Lord! how delighted coufin 

Jonquil will be ! [Exeunt Tonyand Diggory. 

(The Painter, whijlingy takes one of the figures 

down, and as be fits to it, thefcene clofes. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

^be ji»tkhamber. 

I 

Enter Pulville, meeting Tony, Ticku, ai§i 

DiGGORY, 

Dig. Here's my mafter. 

Pulv. Sir^ your humble fervant. 

Dig. Sir, this the 

Tic. Diggory, I tell you once for all, if ydu 
come the gentleman uiher, while I am by, you'll 
abfolutely knock your head again my fiftes. 

Dig. Why fure I 

Tony. Go, go, you fool, and fee that the paint* 
cr flaps away brifkly. [Exit Diggory^ 

Well, Sir, are you a barber ? 

Puh4 A barber ! no. Sir ; my name is Pul- 
ville. 

Tony. But what are you ? 

Pulv. I am a perfumer, Sir. 

Ttmy. Now, bang me, if I know what trade 
that is. {ajide) Tickle, do you talk to him. 

Tic. A perfumer ? I'm at home, tho' he's too 
fine for that: I fuppofe he moulted in Mon^ 
mouth. {aJide; firms up to Puhille) M^fket, how 
do ye take 'em. 

Pulv. Sir ? 

Tic. Do you flioot 'em. 

Tony. Aye, do you flioot *em ? — ^What, Tickle? 
Cfpart to Tickle) 

Pulv. I flioot, Sir ! 

fTic. Aye, how do you order it i 

JPulv. If you mean my bufinefs, Sir ; by cal- 
cination, 
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cination^ infufion, mixtures) compofitions, phiU 
ters, and diftillation. 

Tic. What, then maphap you don't ufe the 
ferret ? i 

Pulv. No, Sir, , the only effential animal is the 
civetxatf ■ ;; 

Tic. The cat will catch them, I allow; but 
then they mangle them fo curfedly. 

Pulv. Mangle who, goocj Sir ? 

Tic. Ever while you live, take rabbits with a 
ferret, that's the genteel thing. Mayhap, lad, 
ifp^*rc in the hedge-hog way. Have a care, tho% 
for fince fome bufy fellow put it into the news^- 
paper, that they were as good as a partridge-^ 
— my bear to a lap-dog, if hedge-hogs don't 
foon be included in the game- aft, You're, the 
firft rabbit catcher I ever kjiew that— — ,^ 

Pu/v. I a rabbit catcher*! I don't underftai^ 
ycm, gentleipeii. I'd have you to know, 1 keep 
one of the firft perfumer's ftiops in St. James^ 
parifli J I can't imagine what you ipean, by talk- 
ing to me about rabbit-ca.tchers and hedge-hogs, 
, "Tcny. I belive my tutor knows every thing. 

Puh. SiTjl thought every body knew ^^ 
Pulville, However, Sir, I have the honour to 
be very well known to the nobility, as my boo^r 
fdebts of ten years ftanding can fuflSicienily teiQ. 
tify. Rabbit catcher ! Sir! Tm original inven^ 
tor of the genuine Circaffian beautifying cofme-. 
tic lotion, cream of rofes, and powder of pearl. 
Step into my ihop a crocus, and yoq walk out 
a narciffus ; my fweet lip-falve can change ^ 
blubber to a pouting — a walnut to a ch^rry-lip. 
Then, Sir, my perfumed powderjs conquer na- 
ture; I can give a lady a pink head, a^gxieen 
head, or a blue head. Do you know, Sir, that 

I makQ 
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t ito^ke the cbymiqal Paphian wafh, for eradicat-^ 
ing hair ; fo inaocent it may be ufed by infants 
juft bprn^ and yet fo powerrul^ that three ablu-« 
tions give an Efau the hand of a Jacob ? And 
how. Sir, with me, 2ind jpoe alone, the elderly 
maiden ladies deal, for their fweet-^fcentedl fliav- 
ing powder. 

Tony. I faid he was a barber. 
P«/. R^bbit-c;atcher 1 — Why, Sir, my bear's 
gr^fe--- 

Tic. Do you ^l^xx^ a bear, tight boy ? 
Puh Sir, do I look like fach a fcQundrel ? 
Tic. Scoundrel ! Strike you plump, am I a 
fcoundrel? 

Pul. you, Sir 1 I ^ 

Tic. Aye, poke you well— I dance the fpright* 
lieft bear in all England, that^s in the genteel 
way. 

Pul. Hem 1 — Sir !-rwhcn ypu ,want any thing 
in my way, you'll fee my name, P» Pulville, 
over the door. Rab1;>it catcher ! [Exit Pulville^ 
Tic. A bear dancer, a fcoundrel ! you rafcal, 
I*ll — ^he's gone— ^he was right ; my name is Tina 
Tickle ; a^d now youVe told me your place of 
abode, call upon me when you will, {calling off) 
Tony. Tim>;Qows all the poipts pf honour.' 

Enter Diggory. 

Djg . Qh, Sir, the piftures are doue ; and 
'Squire Jonquil is walking out of his carriage. 

Tic. i told you, 'Squire, Jack Raddle cou'd 
touch them up in the genteel way, becaufe he's 
tiiie boy for it j qojpae^ we'U take a fquint at his 
handy work. 

TOL, I. ^ L Tony. 
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fdny. Come, I'm as glad as a guinea ; hdW 
iny couiin Jonquil will be delighted ! 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 



Dijcovers the Piilure Gallery^ moft of the portraits 
ivUh large white wigs i the Painter Jits daubing 
a wig upon a fOlurey which he has on a chair. 
DiGdoRY officioufly attending. 

Dig. Do, let me give him another curl. 
Paint. I can't ftand it, man }-— be ftill^ I fay ; 
let him be* 



Enter Jonquil. 

7on. What do 1 fee ! confufion ! what ii ail 
this ? (Stands amazed) ^ 

Dig. I knew he'd be delighted. 

Jon. Stop your facrilegioiis hands, you pro- 
phane villain. 

Paint. Blefs your hearty matter, I don't grudge 
you a curl or two more, {whijiles and paints) 

Jon. My Rembrandt ! from the Florentine 
gallery ! You affaffin, why did you murder me I 
{^Seizes the painter) 
' Paint. Sir ! , . 

Jon, Anfwer me, you mifcreant ; who brought 
you here ? what mortal enemy to the arts, what 
(jjothick fiend, whifper'd you to perpetrate fuc 
ipfernal adion ? . - 

Paint. If this niomeiit was my laft, Sir, it wa*| ^ 
white lead of eightpence a pound. ' [ ' 

^[/on. White lead> you caitiff 1 .1 

Paim* \'^ 

) 
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Paint. How couM a poor fellow, like me, 
afford flake-white for the price ? 

Jon. What price? you barbarian; explain, 
_ firrah : confefs, or TJl have you flay'd like Mar- 
,iyas. 

Paint. Sir, 'Squire Lumpkin, the little, roun(^, 
fine ' gentleman, empIoyM me to paint white 
wigs, upon all the pictures, at half-a-crown a 
head. ^ 

Dig. Indeed Sir, I'm fure my mafter would 
. not grudge twice the money, to make them look 
decent, as they belong to your honour, 
ifc'^ Jfon. I'm undone ! 

Enter Tony and Tickle. 

Tony: Eh, Tim ! {looks exultingly at the pictures) 
. I believe they aire the thing. 

Tic. Bang me, but they are quite, genteel ! 

%n. Mr. Lumpkiii, I thank you, Sir. 
* . Tony. You're mightily welcome. 

Jon. I am infinitely obliged to you. Sir. 
^ *Tony. I guefs'd you wou'd. 
P Jon. I am etertially your debtor. v 

4 Tony. I'll never charge you a penny for it. I 
' \ believe now they look like gentlemen. How 
^^ pleas'd I am that I thought of it ! 
J jj ' Dig. I thought of it firft, 

Tony. You lie. 

Tic. You do, Diggory ! 'twas I advis'd the 
'Squire to it, becaufe 1 knew the genteel thing. 

Jon. Oh, pray, no contention for the brilliancy 
yi of the thought ; for Td give three or five thou* 
S. fand jpounds to undo what you have done. 
|l Jp?jiy'; What! 
-^\^Qn. You h^ve ruin'd me. 

[S'l J<?^« Anan! 

h h Jon. 
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Jon. You've undone me. Sir ! 

'f^ony. Who, I ! as how ? 

Jon. YouVe fpoil'd mv piftures. 

Tonj. Tim ! 

T/r. I faid, at firft, it was a damnM ftup^ 
thing of you. ^ 

Dig. And you knowj 'Sqliife, I told you, that 
lK)ne but an als could thiiik of ftich ndhfehfe. 

Tony. Can you unwig 'en^ again ? 

Taint. What will I get by that ? 

Jon. ril giv6 ybu fifty guineas. 

Taint. Lay it here. 

Jon. There's the nnoney ; {takes oixt his pockets 
look and gives a note) charm uiy longing eyes, once 
more, with the fight of my Rembrandt's dear, 
dear, black bonnet. 

Taint. Then, Sir, they're only dohfc ifa watdr 
colour ; fo a wet towel and a little fo^p fettles 
their wigs in five minutes. 

Jon. Give me your hand ; 1 wai dreadfully 
alarmed ; but now 1 caa laugh at it. Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! what a whimfical thought ! but, you ftbpidi ' 
regue, why would you put wigs upon thej)^ 
ladies? 

Taint. Sure it's the falhion now for all hdies 
to wear wigs. How charming they look ! Po0r j^ 
fellows, ye muft foon lofe your grandeur ! I ^ 

Enter Frank, 

Frank. Sir, the company are qome. 
Jon. Very well. 

{Frank looks at the fixtures ^ laughs and exit 
Big. Plej^fe your honour, may I laugh at thetn, 
a little? I? 

I'ony. Tutor, kick Diggory out of t^ie room 
ifypupleafe. 

Tic, 
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JT/V. Td dWi|^ ytm, 'Squire- ^' 

D/f . ril fave yon the trouble, [ExU. 

Jon. All is now very well j but I have one r^* 
Ijueft to make you. 

Tony. What is it, pray ? 

Jon. Ouly to diftuifs ond of your retinuet 

J;V. That's Diggory. {ajide)^ 

Tokj. Who? 

Jon. The bear? 

^my. What! the bear? 

Jon. That's the gentleman. 

Tony. Whyj Trm^ d'ye hear noy eoufin ? Will 

you ? 

Tic. Look'ee, 'Squire ; this here harmlefs foul, 
this bear of mine, has maintained me fome years* 
v^hen I could not do for myfelf ; and though, 
thanks to my good breeding, Vm grown polite 
enough to be a gentleman's tutor, yet I'll never 
be fo much in the fafhion as to forfake an old 
benefador. [£*•// Tic. 

Tony. I wilh I could get any regular family to 
board the bear : entire among your acquain-^ 
tanee Sir. 

Jon. Sir, I'll do myfelf that honour. 

Tony. Bruin's a lad of few words, but he*s as 
civil a fellow as ever flood upon two legs. But, 
^oufin Jonquil, 1 won't offer you the filty 
guineas you gave the painter. 

Tony. Say no more ; you meant well, and that 
palliates the confequence. But, for Rubens' fake 
forego your pretenfions in future to a tafte in 
pictures. 

Tony. Well, I know the points of a ho|-fe, 
^nd that's made by a better workman. 
V Jen. Therefore, to the knowledge of horfes 
$fi^ ^ogs, like a true 'Sguire, from this moment 

confine 
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confine your claim; for if a man will, in oppo« 
fition to nature, meddle with matters of which 
he is fo extremely ignorant, he muft inevitably 
render himfelf theobjed of ridicule and laughter. 
Tony. Laughter! and what's pleafanter than a 
laugh i By jingo, a laugh is all I wanted. 

If I've rais'd fome fweet fmiles on thofe lovely 

fair faces, 
I am glad I put wigs on their fitters, the 

Graces : 

I would not offend you for more than I'll 
mention ; 

To pleafe all my friends, was my only in* 
t^ntion. 



THB END* 
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AC T i: 

S C E N E !• 

^he Ckuntry — Sun rife — a large Manfion atjome dif^ 

tance — near the fronts on one Jtde^ a Jmall 

Houfe I on the other a Cottage. 

Darby, {without.) 

JN OW what harm, Dermot ? 

Der. (without.) Why *tis harm ; fo flay where 
you arc. 

Enter Dermot and Darby, 

Bar. Upon my JFaith I won't fay a word. 
Der. Go away I tell you. 
Bar. Lord, I never faw fuch a man as you : 
fure rU only ftand by. 

Ber. But I tell you it's not proper for any 

one to be by when one's along with one's fweet- 
heart. 

VOL, I. M M Bar^ 
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Dar. Well, I always like to be by when Vm 
along with my fweetheart — She's afleep — I'll call 
her up, halloo ! Kathlane ! 

Der. Will you be quiet, Darby. Can't you 
go make a noife there, under Father Luke's 
window ? 

Dar. Ecod if I do, he'll put ilie in the Bifliop's 
Court. 

Der. If I wasn't fo fond of Kathlane, I fhou'd 
think Norah, his Neice there, a very handfome 
girl. 

Dar. Why fo (he is, but fince her own fweet- 
heart, Patrick, run away from her and lifted for 
' a Soldier, ' fhe dont care a pin for the prettieft 
of us ; by the lord Ihe even flouts me. 

Der. Well, well, you'll fee how it will be ; 
fomebody I know 

jpar. Ay, you mean the foreign ferving man, 
to the ftrange Officer that's above at the Duke's. 
Eh, why faith Dermot, it would indeed be a 
fhame, to let ^ black muzzled Mounfeer carry 
off a pretty girl, from a parcel of tight Irifh boy^ 
like us. 

Der. So, 'twou'd Darby if but my fweet 
Kathlane is faft afleep, and never dreams th^t 
her poor Dermot is here under her window. 

Dar. Ay, never dreams poor Darby's under 
her window — but PU have her up— Kathlane 
Kath 



Der. Hufli! 



AIR — Dermf. 



Sleep on, fleep on, my Kathlane dear, 

, May peace poffefs thy breaft. 
Yet doft thou dream thy true love's here. 
Deprived of peace and reil. 
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The birds fing fweet, the morning breaks; 

Thefe joys arc none to me, 
Tho' fleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes> 

To none but love and thee, 

Dar. What a dull dog that is ! Ah, poor 
Dermot ! ha, ha, why fuch a fong cou'dn*t 
wake an Owl out of his fleep, let alone a pretty- 
girl that's dreaming of me. Kathlane !^-upon 
my confcience FU, — yes, I'll roufe her. 

AIR— D^r^;^: 

Dear Kathlane you no doubt. 

Find fleep how very fweet 'tis. 

Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out. 

You never dream how late 'tis. 

This morning gay, 

I poft away. 
To have with you a bit of play. 

On two legs rid. 

Along to bid. 
Good morrow to your night cap. - 

ir. 

Laft night a little bowfy. 

With Whifkey, Ale, and Cyder, 
I afk'd young Betty Blowfy, 
To let me'fit befide her. 
Her anger rofe. 
And four as floes. 
The little gypfey cock'd her nofe. 
Yet here I've rid. 
Along to bid. 
Good morrow to your night cap, 

III. 

Bcneath'the Honey-fuckle, 

The Daify, and the Vi'let, . 
Compofe fo fweet a truckle. 

They'll tempt you fure to fpoil iti 

MM.2 SWC«| 
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Young Sail and Bell, 

I've pleafcd fo >|fell. 
But hold, I musn't kifs and tell. 

So here I've rid. 

Along to bid. 
Good *mDrrow to your night cap. 

{Kathlane opens the Cottage window^M 
. Dar. Ay there fhc is, oh I'm the boy for it. 
Katb. Is that Dermot ? 

Dar. {hiding under the penthoufs) O dear, fee 
takes me for Dermot, he, he, he ! 
Katb. Who's there ? 
Dar. Sure it's only I. 
, Katb. What Dermot ? 
Bar. Yes— I am — Darby, {afide) 
Katb. Via coming down. (^Retires.) 
Bar. I thought I'd bring her down : Vm 2L 
fure markfman. 

Enter Katulai^e from the Cottage* 

Kat/i. Where are you, my dear Dermot ? 

Dar. (Comes forward.) •' Good morrow ' to 
.your nightcap." (ftngs.) 

Katb. {Starting.) Darby! Now hang you for 
an impudent fellow. 

Bar. Then hang me about your neck, my 
fvveet Kathlane. 

Katb. It's a fine thing that people can't take 
their reft of a morning, but you muff come 
roaring under their windows. 

Bar. Now what need you be fo crofs with a 
body — when you know I love you. 

Katb. Love !— rha, — I like you for that. 

Bfir. Vm oblig'd to you. 

Katb. You love,, ha, ha, ba! 
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Dar. I do, upon my conference. 

Katk Well, let mt alone. Darby : once for all 
I will not have you. 

Dar. No! 

Katb. N6, as I hope for man, I won't. 

Dar. Ha, ha, ha I hope for man, and yet won't 
have me. 

Kath. Yes, but Til tell you what fort of a man 5 
then look into the river, and fee if you're he. 

Dar. And if not — I'll pop in head foremoft. 

Katb. Do Darby 5 and then you may whiftlc 
for me/ 

AIR.— Kathlane. 

Since love is the plan 

ni love if I can. 
But firfl let me tell you what fort of a man. 

In addrefs how complete 

And in drefs fpruce and neiit. 
No matter how tall, fo he's over five feet : 

Nor dull, nor too witty 

His eyes I'll think pretty 
If fparkling with pleafure whenever we meet. 
• 

n. 

Tho' gentle he be. 

His man he fhould fee 
Yet never be conqaer'd by any but me. 

In a fong bear a bob 

In a glafs a hob nob 
Yet drink of his reafon his noddle ne'er rob. 

This is my fancy 
^ If fuch a man can fee, 

I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free, 

Dar. So then you won't have me. 

Katb. No, that I won't. 

Dar. Now you might if you pleas'd. 

Kafb. 
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Katb. Iniightif you pleased, 

Dar. Well lure I do pleafe. 

Kalh. Ay, but you don't pleafe me. 

Dar. Why Tm a better match for you than 
Dcrmot, 

KaHb. Nq. 

Dar. No ? Havn't I every thing comfortable 
about me ? cows, ftieep, geefe and turkies for 
you to look after in the week days, and a pretty 
pad for you to ride to, chapel on a Sunday : a little 
cabin for you to live in, and a neat bit of a potatoe 
garden for ycu to walk in s and for a hufband 
f^ I'm as pretty a lad as you'd meet with of a long 
fummer's day. 

Kalh. Get along : don't talk to me of your 
gtcle and your turkies, man, with your conceit 
and your nonfenfe. 

Dar* My nonfenfe ! Oh very well : you fay that 
to me, do you ? 

Kalh. To be fure I do. 

Dar. Then marry hang me if I don't. — 

Kath, What — what'ill you do ? 

Dar. Do, why Til — tell the Prieft of you. 

Kath. Ah do do your word, you ninncy 
hammer ! 

Dar. I'm a ninney hammer, oh very well— • 
' I tell you what Kathlane—— I'll fay no more. 

DIJET. 

K^.f/y, Out of my fight or I'll box your ears. 

Dar. I'll fit you {oon for your jibes and jeers. 
I^c:t/j, I'll fet my cap at a fmart young man, 

Drir, Another I'll wed this day if I can. 
Kcif/j, In courtfhip funny. 

JUar, Once fweet as honey, 

Kaf/j. You drone. 

Dar, No Kate, I'm your humble Bee. 



THE POOR SOLDIER. ^/fi 

fCath. Go dance your dogs with your fiddle de dee 

For a fprightly lad is the tune for me. 

ir. 

Kath, Like fweet milk turn'd now to me feems love, 

Dar. The fragrant Rofe does a Nettle prove. 
Kath. Sour Curds I tafte, tho' fweet Cream I chofe. 

Dor. And with a flower I fling my nofe, 
JCath. In courtlhip funny, &c. 

{Exeunt feverally. 

Enter Fitzroy. 

Fitz. Ay, herd's Father Luke's houfe : I doubt 
if his charming niece is up yet. (Looks at bis 
watch) I fhall be back before the family arc 
ftirring, and even if not, drawn hither by the 
devout hopes of paying my adoration to this 
Sylvan Deity, the beauty and frcJhnefs of the 
morning exhilirates and delights. 

AlR.'^Fitzroy. 

The Twins of Latona, fo kind to my boon, . 

A rife to partake of the chafe, r 

And Sol lends a ray to chafte Dian's fair Moon, 

And a fmile to the fmiles .of her face. 
For the fport I delight in, the bright Queen of Love 

With myrtles my brow fhall adorn, 
. While Pan breaks his Chaunter, and fkulks in the Grove, 

Excell'd by the found of the horn. 



I* 



The dogs are uncoupled, and'fweet is their cry. 
Yet fweeter the notes of fweet Echo's reply. 
Hark forward, my Honies ! The game is iii view 
^^t love is the game that I wifh to purfue. 
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ir. 

The Stag from his Chamber of Woodbine peeps out. 

His fentence he hears in the gale. 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt. 

His courage and conflancy fail. 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the 'fray, 

Defpair taking place of his fear. 
With Antlers ereded awhile ftands at bay. 

Then furrcnders his life with a tear. 

The dogs, &c. 

Oh here comes the Pricft her uncle, and now for 
his final anfwer, which muft determine my 
happinefs. {Enter Father Luke) Good morning to 
you. Sir. 

F. Luke. And a good morrow, and a hundred 
and a thoufand good morrows to you worthy Sir, 

Fitz^ As many thanks to yoy my reverend Sir. 

F. Luke. True, Sir, I am reverend,- becaufe 
Tm the Prieft of the Parifh. Blefs you. Sir, but 
you're an early rifer. 

Fit%. Why you muft imagine that the pillow has 
no great charms for one whofe heart can take 
little reft 'till luird to peace by your friendly 
benediftion. — Oh ! Father Luke your charming 
l^iece. — 

F. Luke. My Niece — you told me of that, 
but you nev,er told me your fortune, fo it's gone * 
quite out of .my memory. 

Fitz. Why Father, if you muft peep into mjf 
rent-roll, I fancy you'll find it fomething above 
aoool. a year 

F. Luke. Two thoufand ! — You (hall have mv 
niece : but there's two things which perhaps you 
have not eonfider'd on. 

Fitz. What are thofe ? 

F. Luke. Her religion and her country. 

FUt^. 
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Fif^. My dear Siri be affured 1 am incapable 
bf an illiberal prejudice againft any one^ for not 
having firft breath'd the fame air with me, or for 
Worfhiping the fame Deity in another manner. 
We are common children of one parent, and the 
honefl: man who thinki^with moral rectitude, and 
uGLs according tb his thoughts, is my countryman 
let him be born where he will; 

F. Luke. Juft my thoughts, .Sir, I don't mind 
a man's country fo he has — YouVe 20oal. a 
year ? (F^z. hwsj Your hand, you ihall marry 
my ni^ce« 

Fitz. My deir good man you're the beft of 
Friefls ^ but , there's one thing that Vd wi(h to 
be certain o&— Are you fure your niece's heart is 
totally difengag'd ? 

* F. Luke. Why Sir (he did give her heart away 
but I made |ier take it back again^ (he had a fort 
of a Lover that I think flie was a little fond of. 

Fitz. How? , , . 

F. Lukek Don't be alarm'd. Sir, for lord knows 
\^hat's becon^e of jpoor Patrick fince he was fenc 
off for America : upoii my rcfufing Norah to 
him, he took on fo, that one day, full of ale and 
vexatiM, the fool went and lifted for a foldier* . 

iV/z. Ah, I couM wifli tha t ■ 

F. Luke. You can wifh for no more than you 
Ihali have : fhe's your's : I fay the word ; and Vm 
iier Uncle, her Guardian, and her Clergy. Here, 
Norah, child, (eal/s at the window) I fancy fhc's 
not awake yet. (Going in.) 

Fitz. Hold Sir, I wouldn't have her difturb'd 
for the world. 

F. Luke. Wdl faith, vou're good natpr'd 
enough oonfidcring you've been fighting in 
America, 



t74 t^ftS ^OOR SOLDHSR. 

FiVflr. My dcir Father Luke, you know Tin 
dowp here at Che Duke'8 upon a vifit» and you 
have fen& enough to know likewife, that not* 
:ivithftancHng your niece^s beauty and merit, and 
Che Reverence due to your chara&er, fuch is the 
ridiculous pride, and aflum'd privilege of birth 
and fortune, that I fliould be moft <gregioufiy 
rallied, and perhaps obfVacles thrown m the way 
of my hlppinefs, ihou'd this affair be talked of 
there. 

F. Luh. Hot a word, my lips are feal'd. 

Fhz. That's right, my dear friend, the cere* 
mony once over, with pride I ftall publtflf my 
felicity to the world. I have already fen t up to 
Dutrfin, for fome trifling ornaments for my (weet 
Norah; I expedt them every hour, this night 
yoQ ihaH join our h^ndst and then Til introduce 
sny k>vely bride as fuch, to ray friends at Carton 

Enrer Darby. 

Dar. Father Luke, I want to fpeak a tvord 
with you if you pleafe^ Sir. (^Fiizrvy walks up 
the Stage.) 

F. Luke. What do you meatt you free fellow ? 
Don't you fefe Vm in company, and in company 
with a gentleman too ? Eh,, you wicked boy ? 

jOar. Vm not wicked. 

F. Luke. Eh, how child, what, ant I your 
Prieft, and don't I know what wickednefs is. 

t>ar. Well^ir, to be fure I have been a young 
rake, as a body may fay, but now Xm goihg to 
take a wife to myfelf . 

F Lnht. (to Darby) Get away. 1 beg yottt 

worftiip's pardon. iioFitzroy) 

Fttz. Oh no apofogy. Sir. Tfife Shepherd muft 
look to his flocks 

F.Luht. 



F. Luke. Ah I Pm Ihephcrd to a bkffcd flock of 
goats : Now would you think !(» Sjr ? that Darby, 
that fellow that looks fo fheepiih, is the mq(t 
notorious reprobate iii the whi^ paiiih. 

Bar. {to Fitzroy) Sir, PU tell you why Father 
Luke's always at mc. H9> he» he ! when one 
plays or fo, among the gnrJir you know ooe 
znuft give them a kifs or two, to keep them in 
good humour ; and then the lortg winter nights 
before a fine &re» I'm fo frolickfome among 'em, 
that when we ^y at forfeits^ it Qiay come to 
twenty or thirty kifles a piece : thefe they muft 
all confefs to him, and ecod> of a ^old morning 
they keep Father Luke, 'titt hi$ fingers are 
numb'd, and his nofe 1$ blue^ fie^ he, he { 
you know, Sir^ you know that's the reafoa you 
don't like poor Darby. 

jF. Luke. Get along you profligate^ 

Dar. Well, Sir, VU go. 

jP. Luke. Come back here i 'V'^ere are you 
going now ? I warrant you^'re poftihg away to 
the alehoufe; but Til follow you ; 111 meet you 
there, and if I catch you guzzling, If -you darc^ 
(all for a^uart of ale before me. \ ■ # 

D^% Yoq»ll drink half of it. 

F. Luke Go along, go, (^fujhes him tjfX Oh 1 
ijear nie ! Pm only a poor parifh pried herej and 
}profefs I have more to do than a bifhop, 

Fit%. I wi(h fs^ther you were a biChop, 

F. LMke* I vyifh to Heaven I was 

Ftt%. Well, vrf|l-!T-who knows— -aH in goo4 
time — We Ihall hay^ ^li^ Grace's iptcreft-r-rSuch 
a thing may be done* 

Jl l«}^l Qh, that QOtUng may hinder it ! ' 

. ' ^ AIR 
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ASR.^Fatber Luke. 

An humble curate here am I, 

The boys and girls dire^r ; 
Yet fojnething whifpcrs by and by^ 
i may be made ^ Redlor : 
'Then I'll preach 
And teach. 
My fheep and rams. 
So well I'll mind my duty ; 

And Oh, my pretty ewes and Iambs ! 
Your paftorihall be true t'ye. 

For tho' a fimple fifberman> 

A dean'ry if I fifh up. 
So good I'll do the befl I can. 
And pray — to be a Biihop. 
To my preaching. 
Teaching, 
Then farewell. 
^o more with duty hampei'd. 
But plump and fleek. 
My Rer-rend cheek ; 
pii^, I^ow my lordihip's pamper'd. 

Bpt, Sir, you're furc of my niece Norah ; sin^ 
now I inufl attend fome duties of my funftioi^ 
among my parifllMoners. \^Exit. 

^ Fitz. Love for 2^ young man ! this is not fo 
well : The firft impreflion of love upon the hear( 
of an innocent young wopian, is not eafily, if 
ever eras*d ; yet. the coldnefs of her carriage to 
me, rather chec&s my hopes than abates the ar- 
dor of my affedions. (F. Luke* ^ door o^m) *Tis 
ihe ; I fear to fpeak to her, left I Ihou'd be ob^ 
Iferv'd by fome of the villagers, {retires) 
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Enter Norah, /rem the Houfe. 
AlR,--Norab. 

The meadows look chearful, the biffls fweetly flag, 
. So gaily they carrol the praifes of fpring ; 
Tho' nature rejoices^ poor Norah fhall moQri^ 
Until her dear Patrick again Ihall return. 

II. 

Ye Ufles of Dublin, ah, l^de your gay charms ! 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms ; 
•Tho' fattins and ribbons and laces are fine. 
They hide not a heart with fuch feelings as fnine. 

What a beautiful morning ! The primrofes and 
violets feem to have fprung up fince the fun went 
down: If thegrafs is not too wet, perhaps Kathlanc 
wjll take a walk with me— but, (he's gone to walk 
with her fweetheart Dermot : Well, if Patrick 
had'nt forfook me, I ihovi'dn't no\y want a com- 
panion. — Oh dear ! here's the gentleman that my 
tmcle is always teazing me about. 

Fitz. A fine morning. Madam ; but your pre- 
fence gives an additional luftre to the beauties 
of thi^ charming fcene« 

Nor. Sir. {curtjies) 

Fitz. Beautiful Norah, has your uncle apprized 
you of the felicity I hope to derive from your 
compliance with his will, and my ardent wilhcs ? 

Nor. I don't know. Sir; hcitalk'd to me ^ 
great deal, but 

Fitz. {taking her hand) Nay, do not ayert thofc 
J^pvely eyps— look kindly ou me, 

AIR* 
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For yon deareft maideii the pride of the village^ 

The town and it's pleaToret I freely refign* 
Delight fprings from labor, and fcience from tillage^ 
Where love, peace and innocence fwectly combine* 
Soft tender affedion> what blidi in pofleffing^ 
How blcft when 'ds Ioto that inforet «s the 

bleijng. 
Carefs'd, Oh what rapture inmutoal careffing» 
What joy can I wiih .lor> was Norah but mine. 

n. 

The feafts of gay fafliion with {jplendonr invite uii 

Where loxury, pride and her follies attrad 2 
The banquet 01 reafon alone ihould delight as» 
How fweet the enjoyment when ihar'd with a friend. 
^ thou that dear friend then« my comfort* mf 

pleafure, 
A look is my funihine> a fmile is my treafnre. 
Thy lips if confe»iin|[, give joy beyond mcafWe, 
A rapture fo perfeft* what joy caa tranfcend I 

Ncr. Do, Sir, permit roe to withdraw ; ou^ 
village is very ceoforious ; and a gentleman be-i^ 
ing feen with me, will neither add to your ho- 
nor or my reputation* lExii into boufi» 

Enter Bagatelle, {haftily) 

Bag. Ah, MoniReur! 
Fttz. Well, what's the matter? 
Bag. Ah, Monfieur ! Tm come— -Pm come— 
to teil you-r-that'f— I'm out of breath. 
Fitz. What's the matter ? 
Bag. It is all blown ■ ■ ■ 
Fitz. I fuppofe my love affair here is difcovcr'd. 

{half qfide) 
Bag. Oui Monfieur, I have difcover.-?— — 

Fit%. 
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Ftiz. How, you? 

Bag* All blown. 

JFJ/JK. The devil! 

Bag. We muft go to town; 

Fitz. Difcovcr*d— all Mown— and we mnft go 
to town— 

Bug. Om Monfieun I have difcovcr dat all 
your Marefchal poudreis blown out of devindre, 
4nd I muft go to town Ibr more. 

Fitz. And is this the difcovery that has made 
you run about the roads after me ? 

Bag. Non Monfieur ; but I am come on de 
aflPaire of grande importance* 

Fitz. Quick, what is it ? 

Bag. To know Monfieur, if you will drefs to- 
day en queue or de twifted dub. 

Fit. Is this your aflFair of grand importance ? 

Bag. Oui, 1 muft make de preparation ; oh, I 
did like to forget to tell you, dat his Grace, and 
all de fine Ladies wait for your honor's compa-* 
ny in de breakfaft parlour. 

Fitz. Damn your impertinence, firrah ; why 
didn^t you tell me this at firft ? I fliall have ' fifty 
fcouts after me ; follow and be in the way, as I 
ihall'want to drefs. 

\Exii. 
Bag. Ah !— ah, ah, begar dis is de Prieft's 
houfe, and I did meet him in de village* Fort 
bien, ah, 'tis bon opportunite to make de love 
to his neicci I vil finifh de aflPaire with coup 
d'eclat— Somebody come— Now for Madcmoi- 
felle Norab. [Exit into Father Luke^s houfe^ 



Enter 
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Enter Patrick. 

/ Ptf/. Wdl, here I am, after all the dangers of 
war return'd to my native village, two years 
older than I went ; not much wifer, up to the 
heart in love, and not a fixpence in my pocket. 
{Darby fmgs without) hn't that Darby? 'tis in- 
deed, and as fooliih as ever. 

Enter Darby, Jtnging, flops Jbort, looks with fur* 

frizc at Patrick. 

Dar. Is it— —Pat ? {runs to him) My dear boy 
you're welcome, you're welcome my dear boy. 

Pat. Thank you Darby : how are all friends 
fince I left them. . 

Dar. Finely ; except a cow of mine that died 
lalt Michaelmas. 

Pat. But how is my dear Norah ? 

Dar. As pretty as ever, I muftn't tell him of 
the Mounfeer that's about her houfe. {ajide) 
*Twas a fhame for you td turn foldier, and run 
away from her. 

Pat. Cou'd I help it, when-ter iil.natur'd un- 
cle refus'd me his confent, and flie wouldn't 
iriarry me without it. 

Dar. Why Father Luke's very crofs indeed to 
' tis young lovers,-^Eh, Pat, but let's look at 
you. Egad you make a tight little foldicr 
enough ; you'll have Norah : oh, if I thought I 
€Ou*d get Kachlane by turning foldier,iI'd lift to^ 
morrow. 

Pat. Well, I'll introduce you to the Serjeant. 
Dar^ h^i, do, if you pleale. I think I'd look 

very 
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J)retty in a red coat, hi, ha, hi ! (feems delighted 
with Patrick's drejs) Let's fee how the hat and 
feather becomes rae ? {takes off Patricias hat^ and 
dif covers a large fear im his fcrebead) What's that ? 
Pat. Ohly a ^ound I got in battlfe. 
Dar. Hem, take your hat ; I don't think re- 
gimentals wbu^d become me at all. 

Pat. How! ha, h^» ha! M^hat terrified at a 
fear, eh, Darby ? 

Dar. Me terrified! not I, I don't mind twen- 
ty fears, only it looks fo cofaceited for a man to 
have a black patch Upon his face} but how did 
you get that beauty fpot ? 

Pat. In my attempt to lave the life of an offi« 
cer, I fell) ^nd the biyonet of an Amierican gre- 
jQadier left me for dead, bleeding On the Held. 
Dar. Left for dead ! 
Pat. There was glory for yoti. '^ 
Dar. Hem ! and fo they found you^blceding 
in your glory ? 

Pat. Come now^ IHI introduce you to the 
Serjeant* 

Dar. {looks out) Hem ! yes, Pm coming. Sir. 
(Jeems as if anfweringfomehody without) 

Pai. Oh, yonder is the Serjeant, {looking out) 
Where are you going ? 

Dar. To meet him. (going the contrary way) I'll 
be with you prefently. Sir. {looks, at Patrick) Hem 
—glory— row de dow. [Exit. 

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! the fight of a wound is 
enough for poor Darby — but now to fee my 
fw^et Norah, and then for a pitcher of fricnd- 
ihip with my old companions. 



VOL. r. oo AIR, 
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Tic wealthy fbol with gold in ttore; 

Will ftill defire to |frow richer ; 
Give me but healthy I aik no more. 

My little girl, my friend^ and latehet^ 

- My friend fo rare. 

My girl fo fair. 
With fuch what mortal can be richer t 

Poffefs*d of thefe, a fig for care. 
My little girl, my friend and pitcher. 

II. 

From morning fun, I'd never grieve^ 
To toil, a Hcdger, or a Ditcher; 

If that when I come home at eve, 

I might enjoy my friend and pitcher^ ~ 



\ 



My friendi Bed 



iiu 



Tho* fortune eVer fhuns my doo/, 

(I know not what can thus bewitch her;) 

"With all ihy heart ; can I be poor. 

With my fwcet gir!, my fnend and pitcher. 

My friendi Scd 

[Exit into hmfii 



SCENE IL 

tnftde of F At HZK Luke's Hoq/e4 ^ , 

Bagatelle di/cover% /peaking at a chanihet do^f^ 

Bag. I wouM only fpeak von vord vit you. 
Ou vrez la porte^ ma chere ; do open de door, 
Mademoifeile Norah« 



y 
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Nor. {within) I requeft. Sir, you'll go away. 

Bag. Firft give me de von little kifs. 

Nor. {within) Upon my word this is exceed>» 
ing rude behavicimr, amd if my uncle fiads yoa 
there, fee what he'll iay to you. ^ 

Bag. {afide) Oh de Father Lrrkei begar he 
may be enrage — ^vel, I am going j Mademoifellp 
Norah, I am going, 

Pat. {without) Where is my charming No- 
rah ? 

Bag. Ah, mal pefte! begar, I am all take. \ 
vill hide, {goes into a dofet) 

Enter Patrick. 

Pat. Eh! all the doors open, and nobody at 
home, {knocks at the chamber door) Who's here ?' 

Nor* {within) You're a very rude man, and I 
defire you'll leave the houfe, 

Pat. Leave the houfe ! a kind reception after 
two year's abfence. 

Nor. Sure 1 know that voice. 

Eni^r NoRAHt 

My Patrick ! . 

Pat. My dear, dear Norah! 

Nor. It I wjs dear to you, ah Patrick, how 
cou'd you leave me ? 

"^at. And were you forfy tor my going ? 

Nor. Judge of my foirow at your abfence, by 
thefe tears oi joy for yoiii return. 

Pat. My (wcet girl j this precious moment 
inakes amends for ail the dangers and fatigues 
J've fuffer'd fince our parting. 

$ag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle 1 {afid^) 

003 Patn 
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P^tf. I heard a noife ! 

Nor. Oh heavens, if it fiiou'd be my uncle, 
.M— what ihall I do ? he^s more averfe to our union 
than ever.-7-Hold, V\\ run; to the door. 

PaL And if you hear Father Luke coming up 
ftair9, I'll fiep in here, (opens Joor, and dijcovers 
BAg4teiUf) h this your forrow for my abfeocei 
and tears for my return i 

Bag. Begar Monfieur, I an^ forry for your 
return. 

Nor. How unlqcky ! 

Bag. Monfieqr, votrc ferviteur. 

FaL Shut up here with a rafcally Hair-dreil? 
ier 1 

Bag, Hair-drefier ! Monfieur, you ihall give 
me de fatisfadion • I vill challenge you, and I 
vill meet you vid 

Pat. With your Curling Irons. 

Bag. Curling Irons ! Ah, facre Dieu ! 

Pat. Hold your tongue, except you like to 
ivalk out pf 2^ window. 

Bag. MonfieuF, to oblige you, I vill valk out 
of de vindre, but I vou'd rather valk down flairs: 
I'm npt particular ip dat point. 

PaL Warch Sirrah ! or I'll cudgel you while 
I can bpid a fplinter of Shelelah. 

Bag. Cudgel ! Monfieur, vill you take a pinch 
pf fnufiF?— nop j oh dep I put up my box, and 
bid yo^i bon jour, ferviteur Madenioifelle Nofab* 

[^Exit. 

Pat. Al^> Norab! cpu'd I have believed this 
of you ? 

Nor. Coii'd I have believ'd Patrick wou'd 
have harbour'd a thought to my difadvant^ge ? 

«— And can you tl^ink noe falfe I 

Pat. 
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Pat, If I do Norah, my heart is the only fuf- 
ferer. 

DUET. 

Fat* A Rofc tree full in bearing. 

Had fweet flowers fair to fee ; 
One Rofe beyond comparing^ 

For beauty attradled me, 
Tho* eager once to win it. 

Lovely, blooming, frefh, and gay ; 
I find a Canker in it. 

And now throw it far away. 

Nor. How fine this morning early. 

All fun-ihiny, clear and bright j 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 

Tho' loft now each fond delight. 
The clouds feem big with fhowers. 

Sunny beams no more are feen ; 
Farewell ye happy hours. 

Your falfehood ha^ chang'd the fcene. 

[Exeunt Jisverally . 



|:nd of the first act. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

The Country. 
Enter Patrick^ 

Patrick, 

XjlY, Vm but a common rank and file ; it ii 
not of this Frenchman I fliou'd be jealous: my 
Norah I find has given her heart to an officer—* 
no matter. 

AIR.— Ptf/m*. 

Why breathe fo rude, thou northern wind 

Be gentle unto me ; 
I lov'd a maiden moft unkind. 

No fairer Ihall you fee : 
Her vows were foft as weflern gale, 

Whilft flocks are penned in fold i 
I tl^ought ihe liften'd to my tale. 

She left me;j ah ! for Gold. 

Fi^l f«atly fexton with thy fpade. 

Oh make my bed a boon ; 
Yet tho' to relt is Patrick laid. 

Thy bells ring out this tunc. 



THE POOR SOLDIER. 2^7 



Beneath this bank of tufted grafs^ 
Ye faithful fwains be told. 

Is laid the youth that lov'd the Iafs> 
Who left him, ah ! for Gold. 



J^Exit. 



Enter Darby. 



Dar. Ho Pat ! Paddy ! Ay there he goes 
£nging about the roads like a difcarded fowl 3 fo 
am I, but why fhou'd Kathleen like Dermot 
better nor If Well, well, I*m fure Vm as — 
Ihew me a compleater fellow — I can wreftle — 
I'm a good hurler — ^^I can cudgel— I can play up- 
on the pipes, and I can dance — {danjces) and I 
can — ^fliew me a compleater fellow, that's all 
— '{^Kstblanejings without) Oh, hei^e fhe comes. 

Enter Kathlane. 

Katb. What are you there, foolifli Darby ? 

Dar. Now am I puzzled whether to take a 
friendly glafs of punch with Patrick yonder, or 
ftay here and kifs you. 

Katk. So betwixt my lips and a glafs of punchy 
you're the afs between two bundles of — — 

Bar. Now'' Tm an afs — you're a bundle of 
fweet— fince nobody's by Til make hay while 
the fun fhines — kifs me Kathlane and then I'll 
be in clover. 

Katb. No, rU not take fuch a rake as you 
when I go a hay-making, I aflure you. 

Dar. Sec there now ! 

Kath. Ay, and fee there again now, you know 
Darby I'am an heircfs, and fo take your anfwer ; 
you're no match for me. \ 

Dar, 
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Dar. An heirefs ! Why tho* your £ather^ old 
Jorum that kept the Harp and Crown, left you 
well enough in the world , as a body may fay, 
yet— 

Katb: Well enough, you difparaging fellow ! 
Did'nt my poor father leave me a fortune of 
eleven pounds — a barrel of ale upon draught— 
the dappled mare, befides the furniture of the 
whole houfe, which *pf ais'd to the matter of thirty 
eight fhillings ! Well enough indeed ! 

Dar. (footbing.) Nay, but Kathlane — 

Katb. {PaJJionate.) Well enough! And did'nt 
he leave me the bald fiUey, you puppy ? 

Dar. Oh, now file's got upon the bald filley— 
the devil Ga'n*t take her down— 

Katb. A pretty thing to fay to a girl of my 
fortune. 

AIR.— Kafblane. 

Dermot*s welcome as the May, 
Chearful, handfomc, and good natur'd ; 

Foolifli Darby, get away, 
Aukward, clumfy, and ill-featur*d : 

Dermot prattUs pretty chat ; 
Darby gapes like any oven : 

Dermot's neat from fhoe to hat ; 
Darby's but a dirty floven. 
Lout looby. 
Silly booby. 

Come no more to me courting : 
Was my deareft Dermot here. 

All is joy and gay fporting. 

It. 

Dermot's teeth are white as egg. 
Breath as fweet as fugar-candy.; 

Then he's fuch a handfome leg ; 
Darby's knocky-kneed and bandy ; 

Dermot 
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Dermot walks a comely pace ; 
l)arby like an ACs goes ftUmping : ^ 

Dermot dances with fttch ^racc : 
Darby's dance is only jumping. 
Lout looby. 
Silly booby, &c, 

[Exit. 

JDar. Sd 1 muft fall in love, I wiih I'd firft 
JFell in the river ; Oh dear ! {Jigbs) 

Bag. {without^ Oh, Monfieur Darby ! 

Bar. Lord this is, Mr. Bag and tail the Moiii* 
fieur, 

tnier Bagatelle; 

Adg. Ah, ha ! Monfieur Darby, begar t 
did look all about and I could no find you. 

Bar., That's becaufe Tm fo wrap'd in love. 

Bag. Monfieur Pat fliall fight a me. 

Bar. Oh, you're going to fight Pati 

Bag. Oui, and dis is the deadly challenge^ de 
I'ettce de mort. 

Bar. Oh,; what you'll leather him more. 

Bag. Dis foldier Patrick did affront me be- 
fore Mademoifelle Norah, and I vil have de fa« 
tisfaftion-b-^Begar 1 vill kill foldier Par^ and you 
fall be my friend. 

Bar. Can't you as well kill Dermotj and then 
you'll be ray friend — but why kill Pat ? 

Bag. Ce Monfieur Pat, quel Barbare ! 

Bar. Oh, becaufe you're a barber. 

Bag. Voud you aflFront me ? 

Bar. Not L 
' Bag. You vil be my friend, if you vil give 
dis challenge to Monfieur Patrick. 

Bar. Give it me — by the Lord Harry, man, 
be ihall have it* 

VOL. I. tl Bag. 
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Bag. I vill not truft dat Lord Harry's mati-«« 
Give It yourfelfi 

Dar. Well, I will. 

Bag. Dere it is— Lc Due's coachman did write 
it for me as he is Eaglis. 

Dar. Let's fee. {Opens it and reads. ^ ** Sir, 
*' this comes hopping/' " Hopping ! PU run 
lill the way if that will do—** that you^re in good 
" health, as I am at this prefent writing — I tell 
** you what friend, tho' you think yourfelf a 
^^ great officer, you don't make me walk out 
^^ of a window, and this comes to let you knotv 
** ril have Norah in fpite of you, PU be damn'd 
** if I don't, and moreover than that, meet me 
" in the Elm Grove, at Seven in the Evening, 
"•* when you muft give me fatisfadion, but not 
^* with curling irons, till then Pm yours, as in 
•• duty bound/' 

Bag. Oui, dat is de etiquette of the challenge, 
I put no name for fear of dc law. 

Dar. It is not direfted, but Pat fliall have itK 

Bag. Fort bien. 

Dar^ I know Pat is Norah's fweetheart — but 
how did he affront you ? 

Bag. AflFront, begar he did take off his haC 
and make me a low bow. 

Dar. That was an affront indeed. 

Bag. And den fays he, Monfieur, I ihould be 
much oblige to you if you vil do me th$ honout 
to valk out of the window. 

Dar. Well you could not do lefs, he was fo 
civil. 

Bag. Ah ha, Monfieur, fays I, begar I vil 
tnake you Walk down flairs, vid dat I did lift 
my leg and give him one blow dat did kick him 
from de top to de bottom. 

Dar. 
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Dar. You kickt him down ftairs ! and for that 
be muft give you fatisfadion. 

Bag. Dat is it, — Monfieur Darby, I voud not 
truft de upper domeftiqucs at the Dukes, nor 
employ de lower fervants upon dis affair of ho^ 
nour — ^You muft come to de fight vid me— •! 
have de piftols. 

Dar. Piftols! 

Bag. Oui, you fall be my feconde. 

Dar: Piftols ! Second— Eh, coud'nt I be third 
pr fourth? 

Bag. Ah, Monfieur, you are wrong, toutc 
;iutre chofe« 

Dar. Oh, I muft get two other flioes. 

{looking at bis feet. 

Bag. Non«^— Vel, Monfieur Darby, now I have 
fent my challenge, I am ready in de duel to de- 
cide fie point of honour, and fo I vil go — brufh 
piy Mafter's coat. [Exit^ 

Dar. Piftols ! I don't much like giving this 
challenge to Pat— he's a devil of a fellow finee 
he turned Soldier ; the boy at tlie alehoufe fhall 
give it him^ for as Pat bid Monfieur walk out of 
a window, he may defire me to walk up the 
^bimney^. \Exiii 



SCENE IL 

Enter Norah, 

Nor.. No where can I find him, and I fear my 
i]ncle will mifs me from home. — My letter muft 
have convinced him how he wrong'd me by his 
iqfpigions, 

f^z AIR, 
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AIR.— ^(?r^# ^ 

Dedreft youth why thus delay. 

And leave me here a mourning ^ 
C^afefefs tears while thou'rt away^ 

MuH flow for thy returning. 
Winding brooks if by your fide. 

My carelefs love is (Iraying ^ 
Gently murmur, foftly chide. 

And fay for lidm I'm ftaying. 



t 



Meads and Groves IVc ^ander'd o'cTj 

In vain dear youth to find thee ; 
Come, ah come and part no more. 

Nor leave thy love behind thee. 
On yon green hiU Til fit till night. 

My careful watch ftill keeping ; * 
But if he theii not bleft my fight, 

I'll lay me down a weeping. 

He comcsr^My Patrick I 

Mnter Patrick. 

Pat. My dear Norah, cxcufe my delay j bu| 
fo many old acquaintances in the village. 

Non You had my lettei- ? 

Pat. Yes, and Vm aftam'd pf mjr folly, to fea 
jealous pf fuch a Baboon too. 

Nor. Aye, he'd be foon difcharg^d if his maf^ 
ter Capt. Fitzroy knew of his prefuniptipn, 

Pat. Ah, Norah, I feel more terror at that 
one Captain's name, than I did at the fight of 2^ 
\i^hole army of enemies, (Ira^yn up iq battle <irray 
^gainft me* 

Nor. My deareft Patrick only be conftant^^ 
|pyd pie as I think you do;^ and rnine is fixt on 
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fidch a bafis of permanent afie&ion, as never ta 
1^ (haken. 

Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot foldier 
to a Captain, my fweet Norah ? 

Nqt. Ah, my Patrick, you may be only aprU* 
vate in the army, but you^re a Field OIBcer herei 
(Jays her hand to her heart) 

fat. Charming, generous girl ! 

AIR.— P^/r/r*. 

Tho' Leixflip is proud of it's clofe ihady bowers, % 

It's clear falling waters and murmuring cafcades^ 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of fweet llowersj, ' 

Its lads fo Well drefs'4 and its neat pretty maids. 
As each his own village muft ftill make the moft of> 

In praife of dear Carton I hope Tm not wrong j 
pear Carton containing what kingdoms mny boaft ofv 

'Tis Norah, dear Nprah the theme of my £ong. 

^e gentlemen fine with their fpars and nice boots oq« 
' Their horfes to ftart on the Currah Kildare> 

Or dance at a ball ^ith their funday new fuits on, 
l.ac'd waiflcoat, white gloves and their neat powder'4 

hair. 
Poor Pat while fo hleil in his mean humble ftation» 

For gold or for acres he never fliall long ; 
Pne fweet {mile can give him the wealth of a nation^ 
From Norahy dear Norah, the theme of my fong. 

^nier Fitzroy behind in a plain JcarUtfr$ck avA 

round bat. 

Fit. (ajide) My little country wife in compa- 
py with a common foldier ! 

Nor: Don't fail to come to our ho^ufc as you 
promised, for at that time my uncle will be 
^wn ^t Permot's,-!r-rve a notion 'twill be 2^ 

<»»tqh 
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match between him and Kathleen, my uncle's 
her guardian — Adieu my Patrick. You'll come 
early, (farting tenderly) [Exit Norah. 

Pat. Happy Dermot ! his Kathleen had not 
charms to attraA the attention of this gentle- 
man, butbecaufe Norah is molt beautiful^ Pa-, 
trick is mod unhappy. 

Fitz. (aftde) This is a timely and fortunate dif- 
covery— If I had married her, I (hould have been 
in a hopeful way— I'll endeavour to conceal my 
emotions and fpeak to this fellow, {advancing^ A 
pretty girl you've got there, brother foldier. 

Pat, She's handiome. Sir. 

Fitz. You feem to be well with her«->eh ? 

Pat. (Jighs) But without her. — 

Fitz. Oh, then you think you Ihall be without 
her? 

Pat. Yes, Sir. 

Fitz. What parts you ? 

Pat. My poverty. 

Fitz. Why, Ihe don't feem to be rich, ' 

fat. No, Sir, but my rival is, 

F'ttz. Oh, you've a rival ? 

Pat. I have. Sir. 

Fitz. Now for a charafter of myfelf. {ajid^ 
Some rich rafcal, I fuppofe. 

pat. Sir, I envy his riches only, becaufe they 
give him a fuperior claim to my Norah ; and 
fbr your other epithet, I'm fure he don't ^de-' 
ferve it. 

Fitz. Howfo? 

Pat. Becaufe he's an officer, and therefore a 
man of honor. ' 

Fitz. It's a pity, my friend, that you're not 
an officer, you feem to know fo well what an 
officer {hould be— pray, have you been in any 
adion ? 

Pat^ 
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' Pat. i have feen fome fervice in America, Sir. 

Fitz. Carolina? 

Paf. Yes, Sir s I was at the croffing of Beat-, 
tie's Ford. 

Fifz. (with emotion^ Indeed ! 

Pat. Vd an humble £hare too, in our viftory 
<yi the 1 5th March at Guilford, under our brave 
officers, Webfter, Leflie, and Tarleton. 

Fitz Were you in the adion at Beattte's Ford ? 

Pat. Here's^ my witnefs. Sir. {takes effhis hat) 
I received this wound in the refcue of an officer 
^hb, having fall'n, mult have perifh'd by a de-« 
termin'd bayonet. 

Fitz. By heav'n ! the very foldier that fav*d 
my life, (afide) then I fuppofe he rewarded you 
handfomely ? 

Pat. I look't for no reward. Sir.— I fought— 
'twas my duty as a foldier ^ to proteft a fall'n man 
was but an office of humanity. — Good morning 
to your honor.— 

Fitz. Where are you going now my friend ? 

Pat. To abandon my country for ever. 

Fitz. {afide) Poor fellow ! — But, my lad, I 
think you^d bed keep the field, for if the girl 
likes you, ihe'll certainly prefer you to your 
wealthy rival* 

Pat. And for that reafon Tjil refign her to him. 
As I love her, HI leave her to the good fortune 
ihe merits ; 'twould be only love to myfelf ihould 
I involve her in my indigence. 

Fitz. You'll take your leave ofhertho' ? 

Pdt. No, Sir — I told her I'd meet her at her 
uncle's, but I think it better even to break a pro- 
mife, than expofe her to the pangs of a fepara- 
tion, which, without felf- flattery, I know muil 
grieve her tender heart; 

Fitz. 
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Fitz. Well, but my hd, cake my advicd aiid 
fee the girl once again before you go. 

Pat. Sir, I'm obliged to you-^you muft be i 
good natur'd gentleman, and TU take your ad^ 
vice. — Then 1 will venture to fee my Norah oncd 
more, for if even Father Luke turns me out of 
his hottfe, I fhan't be much difappointed. 

AlR.^Patrick. 

t'arewell my dear Norahi adieu to (weet peace. 
Ah, fay cruel fate, when my forrow Ihall ceafe ; 
I fear'd neither mafket nor cannon nor fword. 
Farewell is my terror, for death's in that word ! 
Yet farewell to Norah, adieu to fwect peace. 
Ah, (ay, cruel fate when my forrow fhall ceafe. 

[Exit Patrick 

Pitz. What a iioble fpirit — there let the em-* 
4)roidcr*d epaulet take a cheap leffon of bravery, 
hotior and generofity from fixpence a day and 
ivorfted lace^ 

Enter Bot with a letter^ 

Boy* Puy% Sir, are you the man ih the red 
coat ? 

Fil% Ha, ha, ha ! Why, yes, my little hero^ 
I think I am the man in the red coat. 

Boy. Then Darby defir'd me to give you that. 

[Exit unperceivedi 

Fitz. (opening the letter) Darby ! a new corref- 
pondent — (reacts) <* This comes hopping ^p t 

duty bound." — A curious challenge, and pray 
my little friend, where is this Mr. Darby^ (l&ois 
round) Eh ! why the herald is off— my Norah 
feems to have plenty of lovers here — but how 
has my attachment tranfpir'd i Sevea o'clock in 

the 
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the Ehngroyc— Wdl, we fliall fee what fort of 
Hero Mr- Darby is. — This charming girl! A 
pretty fnare matter Cupid has kd me into. 
How unlucliy, to erect fo fair a manfion on ano- 
ther man 's foundation ! 

AIR.— Fitzroy^ 

Thou little €lieat> return my 4ieart, 

For if you've loft your own, 
'Tis but at beft a roguifti art. 
To coax poor me with mine to part 

And yours for ever gone. 

Hence ye graces, fmiles, and loves. 

. Tender figh and falling tear, 
Venus h^rnefs all thy doves, 
Cupid quit thy manfion here. 

Heal my wound and footh my pain, 

Rofy Bacchus chear my foul ) 
J[f the urchin comes again. 

Drown him in thy flowing bowl. 



SCENE III. 

Outftde of Dermot's Cottage. 

Enter Father Luke and'DEKi/iOT. 

R Luke. Well now Dermot, I've come to your 
houfe with you — what is this bufinefs ? 

Der, Oh, Sir, 111 tell you. 

F. Luke. Unburthen your confcience to me, 
child — fpeak freely — you know I'm yourfpiritual 
confeffor, fo I muft examine into the ftate of 
your foul— tell me — ^have you tapp'd the barrel 
of ale yet ? 

vol., I, Q^Q^ Der. 



I 
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Der. That I have. Sir, and you fliall tafte i(f, 

[ExiK 
F. Luke. Aye, he waut3 to come round m? 

"for my ward Kathlane. 

Re-^enter Dermot with Ale. 

My dear child, what's that ? 

Der. Only your favorite brown jug. Sir. — e 

F. Luke, {taking it) Now, child, why will you 
do thefe things ? (^drinks) 

Der. rU prime him well before I mention 
Kathlane.— Its a hard heart that a fup can't foften, 
(afide) 

F.Luke. Boy, what fignifies your jug, you 
know I don't think of it without a tender fong— 
you're a country lad and a (hepherd, and a lover, 

Der. All that I furely am. Sir. 

AIR.— Dermot. 

My Iheep feaft on flowers^ and fine is their wooU 
My dog he is faithful my bottle is full : 
And green is the paflure^ and blue is the fky. 
And Aura foft wjiifpers in amorous figh. 
A note from my pipe is the joy of th« plain^ 
That coiiples in dancing the nymph and the fwain, 
Thb' fmiles of bright fummer encircle my year, 
Alas ! all is nothing — Kathlena's not here ! 

Gay Shelah prefents me a bowl of fweet cream. 
Fond Oonah requefts I'd interpret her dream ; 
For faving twp lambs that fell into the brook. 
Each wove me a chaplet to hang on my crook. 
All mine are the mtfadows tha^ round I behold. 
And mine are the Hocks that at fun-fet I fold. 
My neighbours are cheerful, their friendfliip fincere, 
Alas ! all is nothing— Kathlena's not here ; 

"^ [Exit into the Houje^ 

£fitqp 
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Enter Darby* 

i)ar. How do you do> Father Luke ? 

F. Luke. Go away Darby, you're a rogue. 

Dar. Father Luke, confcnt th^t I Ihall marry 
Kathlane. 

F. Luke. You marry Kathlane-, you reprobate ! 

Dar. Give her to me, and 1*11 give your rev'rcncc 
aiheep. 

F. Luke. Oh, well, I always thought you were a 
boy that woud come to good— *a fheep ! — ^You 
Ihall have Kathlane — ^You've been very wicked. 

Dar. Not I, Sir. 

F. Luke. What ! an't I your prieft, and know 
what wickednefs is— ^-biit repent it and marry. 

Dar^ Yes, Sir, TU marry and repent it. 

AIR.— F. Luke. 

Y(ki know I'm your Prieft and your confciencc is mine. 
But iFyougrow wicked it's not a good fign. 
So leave off your raking and marry a Wife 
And then my dear Daroy you're fettled for life. 

Sing Ballynomona Oro> 
A good merry wedding for me. 

The tanns being publifh'd to Chapel we go, • 
The Bride and the Bride-groom in coats white as fnow. 
So mod^ft her airland fo fheepifhyour look, 
Yoa out with youf ring and I pull out my book. 

Sing, Ballynomona Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 

1 Uiumb 
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tli. 

t thumb out the place and I then read away, 
Sheblufhes at love^ and (he whifpers obey> 
You tak^e.her dqar hand to have and to hold, 
I (hut up my Book and I pocket your gold. 

Sing Ballynomona Oro^ 
The fxiug little Guinea for me. 

IV. 

The neighbours wifh joy to the Bridegroom and Bridcj 
The piper before us, you march fide, by fide, 
A plentiful dinner gives nlirth to each face. 
The piper plays up, myfelf I fay grape. 

Sing Ballynomona Oro> 
A good wedding dinner for me. 

Vou (hall have Kathlane and here flie comes. 
Dar. {Bowing,) Thank you. Sir. [Both retirei 



Enter Kathlane, with a bird in a Cage. 



AIR. — katb/ane. 

Sweet bird I caught thee in thy neft 
And fondling plac'd thee in my breaft. 

When thou wert helplefs, weak and young j 
Unflede*d thou couds't not wing the air, 
I eheriin'd thee with tender care. 

Be grateful pay me with a fong. 

•^h what to thee are groves and fields. 
The tempting gifts gay^ Flora yields, 
V/hy pant atid flutter to be free ? 
Ten thoufand dangers are abroad. 
Then in thy fmall, but fafe abode. 
Content and cheerful fing forme. 



Thou 
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ftou thinks't not of the visirious His 
The wintry blaft that often )cills, 

I'd fain thy little life prolong* 
The ruffian Hawk prefcribes it's date. 
The IcveU'd gun is charg'd with fate. 

Here brave them in thy warbling fong. 

Oh, Father, is Dermot within. Sir ? 

F. Luke. Kathlane, don't think of Dernnot.— 
To her man, put your beft leg foremoft* 

Dar. I don't know which is my beft leg. 

F.Luke. Go-^{makeiJigns to Darby.) 

Dar. Oh, I muft go and give her a kifg^ 
{kijfes her.) He, he, he!— what fweet iips ! 
he, he, ht 1 — Speak for me. Sir. 

F. Luke. Hem !— Child Kathlane*— Is the (beep 
fat? 

Dar. As bacon ! 

F. Luke. Child, this boy will riiake you a good 
hufband, won't you Darby ? 

Dar. Yes, Sir. 

Kath. Indeed Father Lukf, I'll have nobody 
but Dermot. 

F. Luke. I tell you child, Dcrmot's an ugly 
man and a bad chrillian. 

Enter Dermot, 

D^n Yes Dermot's a bad man and an ugly 
chriftian. 

F. Luke. Come here Dermot, take your mug^ 
you empty fellow, (throws it away) 1 am going 
to marry Kathlane here, and you muft give h^r 
away. 

Der. Give her away ! I muft have her firft, and 
it was to alk your confent that I — 

F. Luke, fch, what! you marry her! no fuch 
things-put it out of your head. 

Der. 
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Der. If that's the cafe. Father Luke^ the XM 
iheep that I intended as a prefcnt for you, I'll 
drive to the fair to-morrow and get drunk with 
the money. [Going. 

F.Luke, (paufes.) Hey, two fhcep! {pjide.) 
Conne back here j it's a fiq to get drunk. — Darby 
if you've nothing to do, get about your bufinefs. 

I>ar. Sir I 

F. Luke. Derraot* Child ! Is'nt it this evening t 
am to marry you to Kathlane ? 

I>ar. Him ! why lord $irf it's me that you're 
to marry to hen 

F. Luke. You, you ordinary fellow ! 

Dar. Yes Sir, you knpw I'm to give you — 

F. Luke. {Apart to Jbermot.) Two fheep ? 
\loud to Darby.) You don't marry Kathlane* 

Dar. No! 

F. Luke. No, 'tis two toorie.^gainft you.. So 
get away Darby. 

Kath. and Der. hyty get Iway Darby. 

F.Luke. {To Kath. and Der.) Children, I ex- 
peft Capt. Fitzroy at my houfc for my niece 
Norah and I'll couple you all as foon as I clap 
my thumb upon matrimony. 

QUARTETTE.— F. Luke, Dermot, Darby and 

Kathlane. 

^ kath. to Der, You the point may carry 

If a while you tarry. 
To Dar* But for yoa 

I tell you true. 
No, you PI I never marry^ 
Cbo^ You the point, &c. 

Der, Care our fouls difowning^ 

Punch our forrows drawniHg, 

Laugh and love. 

And ever prove 

Joys, joys our wifhcs crowning. 
Cho, Care our, &c. 

Dar. 
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Jf>^, To the church FU hand her, 

{Offers to take her handy Jberefufes,) 

Then thro' the world I'll wander, 

ril fob and figh 

Until I die, 

A poor forfaken Gander. 
Cho. To the church, &c. 

f • Luh* Each pious Prieft fince Mofes, ' 

One mighty truth difclafe^^ ^ 

You're never vext. 

If this the text 

Go fuddle all your nofes. 

iQig^ £ach pious, &c. 

[Exeunt^ 



y 
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SCENE IV, 



A Grove* 



Enter Eitzroy, 



jFV/z. Who can this challenger be ? Some hay- 
maker perhaps meet me with a reaping hook^ 
ha, ha, ha! 

Bag. {without.) Venez ici. 

Fitz. [^Looking out.) Eh, myi man Bagatelle,— - 
Ah, the officious pOppy I fuppofe has heard of 
^e affair, and is come to prevent mifchief. 

Bag, {Without J) Come along M on fieur Darby. 

Fitz. Dai by ! the name the boy mentioncd-*- 
J^et's fee, [Retires. 

Enter 
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JRtz. So you fend challenges, you rafcaU 
{Jhews letter to Darby) 

Dor. Me, Sirl Not I, Sir— Oh! yes. Sir, I— 
iTo, Sir, I . got it from Monficur Bag and Tail. 
{frightened) 

Bag. {afide) Ah diantre ! 

Fitz. {to Bagatelle) Had you the impudence 
to write fuch a letter as this ? 

Bag. Non, Monlieur — the Duke's coachman. 

Fitz. Coachman, firrah ! 

Bag. Oui, Monfieur— I vil tell your Honor all 
touchant cet affaire. Sir, I was — 

Dar* Hold your jabbering — I'll tell the whole 
ftory in three words. Sir, you muft know, 
I^atythe foldier — ^No— Monfieur Bag and Tail—* 
was— Father Luke*s houfe— ^come up ftairs— 
no— Norah bid him— fays Pat, fays he — {to 
Bagatelle) What did he fay ? Ob, flie fliut the 
door^ — out of the window: and befpre Pat could 
—no— after— how was it ? {to Bagatelle) 

Bag. Oui, dat vas de whole affair. 

Dar. Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair. 

Fitz. Upon my word, very clearly explai[n'd. 

Dar. Yes, I didn't go to fchool for nothing* 

Fitz^ I find my little Norah is the objed of 
univerfal gallantry, {afide) 

Bag. Ah, Monfieur. 
^ Fitz. Begone, firrah; and if ever I find you 
concerned in letters of this kinri^^again, you get a 
Icttre de catcher. 

Bag. Ah malheureu^ ! {Exit. 

Dar. {calling after him) Yes, Monfieur, you'd 
better flick to the curling-irons. 

Fitz. Yes,, my friend, and you had better 
fiick ta your flail and fpade than meddle with 
fword and piftol. None but gentlemen fliou'd 

VOL. I. R R have 
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have privilege to murder one another in an ho- 
norable way ; but, when duelling thus defcends, 
let them be afbam'dof a pradice^ . the fatal con- 
fequences of which precludes him from hope of 
mercy who dies in the commiffion of a premedi- 
tated crime, and delivers the furvivor to the 
iharpefl: pains of remorfe. (going). 
Dar. One word, Sir, if you pleafe*^ 
Fhz. {returning) Well, my honeft friend ! 
Dar. Now, Sir, Kathlane's quite loft, there's 
one thing troubles me; and I'll leave it to you 
which ofthe two, Dermot or I> is the prettieft 
boy for it ? 

Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! Stupid fcoundrel ! [Exit^ 
Dar. Stupid fcoundrel! Tou a captain! Hair 
loo, corporal 1 {calls after FUzroy) 

Re-enter Fitzroy# 

Fitz. {threat' ning) How! 

Dar. {turning and calling to the other Jide) I 
fay you, corporal • [Exit Fitzroy. 

Dar. Such a fwaggerer ! Aye, I muft go to 
town, and learn to calk to thefe people^ 

AIR Darby^ 

Since Kathlane has pror -d fo untrue^ 
Poor Darby, ah! what can you dof 
No longer I'll ftay here a clown. 
But fell off, and gallop to town : 
I'll drefs, and Til flrnt with aa'air# 
The barber ftiall frizzle my hair. 



II. 



In Dublin I'll cut a great daih; 
But how for to compafs the cfdh? 



At 
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At gamingi perhaps. I may win, 
Wim cards I can take the 0ats in : 
Or, trundle falfe dice, and they're nick'd ; 
Jf found out, I ihall only be kick'd. 

in. 

But, firft, for to get a great name 

A duel eftabliih my fame ; 

To my man then a challenge I'll write. 

But, firft, I'll take care he won't fight : 

We'll fwear not to part 'till we fall. 

Then (hoot with our powder, and-T-the devil i ball. 



SCENE V ; and lajl. 

Infide ^Father Luke's Houje. 

T. Luke, {within) Aye, Til teach you to run 
after foldiers. 

Nor. (wiibin) Dear, Sir! 

Bfifer Father LvKE and Norah. 

F. Luke. Come along. If you won't have 
Captain Fitzroy you go to Boulogne. Pat, the 
foldier, indeed ! ,111. lend you to a convent — ^I 
will by my fun(5bion. 

Nor. Sir, I am contented. 

F. Xsuke. Contented ! Very fine. So yoU put 
me into a paffion, and now you're contented. 
Go— get in there, Mrs. Knapfack, (^uis her /;?, 
and locks the door) {taps at the door with the key) 
coififent to many Captain Fitzroy, or there you 
ilay 'till I fhip you lor France. 

A A a Enter 



y 
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Enter Fitzkoy; 

Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who's going to 
France ? 

F. Luke. Only a young kdy here within; Sir, 
that's a httle refradtory. She wpn't tnarry you. 
Sir. 

Fitz. Refufe ray hand ! Well, that I , did not 
expect. But do you refigi^ her to n^e, Sir ? 

F. Luke. There, with that key, I deliver up 
my authority, {gives key) And now, if I cait 
find Mr. Patrick, her foldier, he goes to the 
county gaol for a vagabond. A jade ! to lofe 
the opportunity qf making herfelf a lady, and 
me a bifhop. [Exit. 

Fitz. Oh ! here is her foldier. ^ow, " | 
muft feem cruel oi^ly to be kind*' 



>» 



Enter Patrici:, 

Pat. Well, Sir, by yqur advice I have ven^ 
tur'd here, like a fpy, into the enemy's camp. 

Fitz. {fternly) Pray, my friend, wf re you eycr 
brought to the halberts ? 

Pat. Sir ! 

Fitz. How came you abfent from your regi- 
ment ? have you a furlpiigh ? 

Pat. {confm'd) Not about me. Sir. 

-F//2^. I have the honor to bear the King's 
commiffion, and am oblig'd to take you up for 
a deferter. 

Pat. Sir, it was a reliance on your honor and 
good nature that trapann'd me here; therefore, 
1 hope you won't e\:ertan authority which I had 
no fufpicion, at that time, you had a right to* * 

Fitz. 
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Fitz. No talk. Sir ; it was for the good of the 
fervice I trapann'd you hither, as yon call it. 
I've a proper perfon prep^r'd here, into whole 
cuftody I {ball deliver you. {unlocks the door) 

Patf What a cruel piece of treachery ! (afide) 

Fitz. {^refenting Norab) Since you rcje^ me, 
madam, here's one %\iax MfiU know how to deal 
with you. 

Nor. My Patrick ! 

Pat. Ob, Norah ! if tl^is is real, let's kneel 
and thank our benefa^or. 

Fitz. No, Patrick, you were nty deliverer; 
I am that very oi^cer whofe life you fav'd at 
Beatti's Fprd, and the identical Captain Fitz* 
roy who wou'd have deprived you of a trcafure I 
ijow deliver to you with joy, as the reward of 
your generofity, valour, and conftancy. 

F. Luke, (without) No, I pan't find the ran- 
away.rafcal. 

Pat. Your uncle ! 

Nor. Oh, heavens ! 

fiV2;. Don't be alarm *d. ^ 

Enter Father Litkle, Dermot, Darbt, and 

Kathlane. 

F. Luke. What's here ! Patrick I Dcrmot and 
Darby, lay hold of hiip. 

Der. Not I. 

Bar. Vm no conftable, 

F. Luke. I fay take him. The feijcant fliall 
lay hold of him. 

Dar. Why, Sir, the white ferjeant has laid 
hold o^him. 

Fitz. Dear Sir, don't be fo violent againft a 
young man that you'll prefently marry to your 
niece. ' . 

jP. Luke. 
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F. Luke. Mc ! 

Fitz. Don't you wifli to.be a bifhop? 

F. Luke. A fine road to bring a foot foldier 
into my family ; then a halbert mufl: be my 
crofier, and my mitre a grenadiers cap^ a common 
foldier indeed ! 

Fiiz. He'^s no longer fb, I have a commiflion tD 
difpofe of^ and I cannot fee a higher value on it^ 
than by beftowing it on one fo worthy. 

F. Luke. An officer ! Oh, that's another thing. 

Dar. Pat an officer ! Til lift to-morrow in fpite 
of the black patch. 

Pa^. Sir, tho* it*s a vain attempt, my fsvcet 
Norah and I (hall endeavour to deferve your 
patronage and goodnefs. 

Kaii. (to Norah i) My dear Norah, I wifti you 
joy. 

Dar. (apart to Kathlane) How dare you make 
fo free with an officer's lady ? 

F. Luke. But Captain, why do you give up my 
Niece? 

Fitz. Sir, the Captain thought himfelf unworthy 
of her, when he found fuperior merit in the poor 
Soldier. 



FINALE. 

Fiix. More true felicity I (hall find 

When thofe are join'd^ {ta Pat* and Nur.) 
By fortune kiiid ; 
How pleafing to me^ 
So happy to fee. 
Such merit and virtue united. 
Nor. No future forrows can grieve U5, 

If you will pleafe to forgive us.; 
To each kind friend 
We lowly bend, {curtfies) 
Your pardon — with joy we're delighted. 

/to* 
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/**/. With my commilGon, yet deireft life. 
My charming wife, 
Wien drum and fife 
Chall beat up to arms. 
The plunder your chamu. 
In love your poor foldier you'll find me. 
Katb. Love my petition has fronted, 
I get the dear lad that I wantedi 
Lefi pleas'd with a duke. 
When good Father Luke- 
To my own little Dermot hai join'd me. 
Dor, Yott impudent hufTey, a. pretty rate 
Of love you prate. 
But hark ye, Kate, '' 

Vour dear little lad 
Will find that his pad 
Hai got a. nice — kick in her gallop. 
F. Lui*. Now, Darby, npon my falvatioii^ 

You merit excommunication, j 

In love but agree. 
And (hortly you'll fee 
In marriage I'll loon tie you all up. 
Der. The devila bit o'me cares a bean, 

For neat and clean 
We'll both be feen, 
Myfelf and my lafi 
Next Sunday at mafi. 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. 
Pat. The laurel I've won in the field. Sin, 

Yet now in a garden I yield. Sirs, 
Nor think it a Ihame 
Your mercy to claim. 
Your mercy'i my fword and my fliield. Sin: 
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AC T L 

S C E N E L 

Mrs. Camomile'/ Ihufe. 

Enter Mrs. Camomile and Bettv. 
Mrs. Camomile. 

Betty, any body here, fince? 

Bet. No, Madam, but here's a flrange Ser-^ 
vant. 

Mrs. Cam. True, Mrs, Cockletop deiired xne 
as I pafled along Charing-Crofs, to enquire for 
one for her at the Regifter-ofEce. — Ha, ha, ha ! 
She's too fine a lady to look after thefe things 
berfelf. 

B^tn Walk up,, young man. [Exit Bettys 

s s 2 Enter 
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Enter Joey. 

Joey. Servant, {nods) 

Mrs. Cam. Quite a ruftic ! How long hav« 
you been in Tbwh ? 

Joey Our Town ? 

Mrs. Cam. London. 

Joey. I thought as bbw you meant our Town, 
I com'd from Yerkfop, in the county of Nou 
folkj to get a placi;. 

Mrs. Cam. Your name ? 

Joey. What of it ? 

Mrs. Cam. What is it ? 

Joey. Oh, my name is Joey ; but volks call'd 
me Mr. Joey all the way up, thof I com'd upon 
the Coach roof; for as it's near Chriftmas time, 
all the infide pafl'engers were Turkeys. I quitn 
ted our village in a huff with one Nan Holli- 
day, niy fweetheart ; caufe why, (be got jealous 
and fancy given. 

Mrs^ Cam. The wages that this Lady gives tq 
her footboy, are eight Guineas a year. 

Joey. Guineas! that wo^nlc do I muft^ have 
eight Pounds. 

Mrs. Cam. Well, if you infift upon pounds, 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Joey. Oh, Fin hired. {;lays his hat and ftick an 
the table) 

Mrs. Cam. You cah give and take a meifage ? 

Joey. Yes, (ure. 

{4 loud Knocking without.) 

Mrs. Cam. Then ki's fee ? Run. 

Joey. Where? 

Mrs. Cam. To the door, you blockhead, 

Joey, {gees to the room door andjiands) Well, | 

be's at the door-- What now ? 
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Mrs. Cam. Open the Street door. 
Joey. Oh ! (going) Here comes a Lady. 
Mrs. Cam. tLiornc up when you hear the bcH. 
Toey.Jhtk gentlefolks don't moind what trou« 
We they give a poor zarvant man. [£;«># 

Mrs. Cam. Belinda! 

Enler Beunda. 

Bel. My dear friend ! I've quitted Southamp^. 
ton Boarding- fchooli without leave tho*. 

Mrs. Cam. My fweet girl, I^m very glad to 
fee you ; but is this a prudent ftep ? 

Bel. To be fure, when I was kept there fo long 
againfl my will^ by my aunt» 

Mrs. Cam. Ah Belinda, confefs the truth: 
wasn't it to fee your uncle's nephew Ftank, 
that you have fcamper*d up to town? 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha ! Ton my honor, youVe a witch: 
but fuppofe fo, why not ? you and I wei^ fchool- 
fcUows t'other day, yet, here you're married : 
but, apropos, how is your hufband ? 

Mrs. Cam. The Dodor is well. 

Bel. You're already happy with the man yon 
love^ while I'm kept at a boarding-fchool ^ when 
I am able, even to teach my.dancing-maften 

Mrs. Cam. Why, my dear Belinda, lince your 
laft letter, I've been planning fchemes, how to 
make you happy with the man you love. 

Be/. My good creature, do tell me ? 

Mrs. Cam. You know if your uncle Mr. Cock- 
letop*s tooth but aches, he fancit^s he'll die di-^ 
redly, if he hasn^t my hufband Dr. Camomile's 
advice ; he's the grand oracle of his health, the 
Barometer and Thermometer of his animal fyf-. 

tem, Now, as the Do<^ot is at Wiachcfter oa 

a vi^t 
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a viCt toTome of his College churns^ and w*on*{. 
leave his good orthodox bottle of Old Port to 
vifit him hete in London ; he (hall vifit the Doc^ 
tor at Winchefter, if we can but get your Uncle 
to leave town, on that hangs my grand fcheme 
for the eftabliihment of you and Frank, — ^Your 
Aunt's maid Mrs. Flounce, and Mr. Napkin the 
butler^ are my confederates. 
£eU Oh) charming ! but I muft know it tho\ 

Enter Joey, (ftands fome time). 

Joey. Well? 

Bel And well. 

Joey. Pm com'd up as you bid me. 

Mrs. Cam. But you (houMn't have come 'till 
you heard the bell. 

Joey^ And, wounds ! it's wringing yonder 
enough to pull the Church-fteeple down. 

Mrs. Cam. and Bel. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs. Cam. Joey, carry thofe to your new 
mailer's, {to Belinda) Plants and fimpies, cuird 
for him by the Doftor, your uncle will now be 
a Botanift, as well as an Antiquarian. {Jo^ takes 
up the Jack) 

Bel. Ha, ha* ha ! But my tonifli aunt's new 
fangled rage for private Theatricals are to th^ 
full, as unaccountably ridiculous as my crazy 
uncle's pafQon for mufty antiquities. 

Mrs. Cam. Well Belinda^ Pm going there di-^ 
redly on your affairs. 
Bel. My kind friend ! 

Mrs. Cam. Call a coach. {Joey takes his flicks 
and puts on Belinda's hat) Ha, ha, ha ! why, 
you've put on the Lady*s hat. 

Joey, 



OR, THE MERRY MOURNERS. 3 if 

^oey. {Jakes it offy then compares tbem^) One 
Wou'd think the Lady had put on mine, 

[^Exeunt Mrs, Camomile and Belinda. 
Your London Ladies are fo manified with their 
fwich rantans, and their coats, and their waift* 
coats, and watch-ehain bobbities, and their tip- 
top hats, and their cauliflow'r cravats, that^ 
ecod, no mark pf their being women, but the 
Petticoat. \^Exitm 



SCENE IL 

Mrs. CockletopV DreJJing Room. ' 

Mks. . CoCKLETop difcovered at her Toilet^ 

FtouNCE attending* 

f 

Mrs, Coc. What a ftrange incident, my marry- 
ing this old Mr. Cockletop ! Pon q^y honor, 
were I (ingle, I'd have the mod beautiful Theatre 
id my houfe, and his nephew Frank fhould be 
the manager— of late he looks at nie in a very 
particular manner; I can fcarce think it pofCble 
for thofe features to firike him with admiration. 
( looking in the gla/s) 

Flounce. Ma'm thofe features muft flrike every 
body with admiration, {looking at her/elf in the 
glajs over Mrs. Cockletop* s Jhoulder) 

Mrs. Coc. You flatter them. 

Flounce. Not in the leaft, Ma'am ; but what 
fignifies your beauty, or my ikill in fetting it 
•n, my mailer^ iince he's turn'd his brain-r 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Coc. Ay, fincc my hulband has <:difi« 
mf need antiquarian, With his curiofities. 

Flounce. Foreign cockle-fliells, mouldy far- 
things, and all his old fafhion^d trumperies. I 
dare fay heM' fell you for the wing of a but- 
terflv. 

Mrs. Coc. Flounce, Fll take you to fee Lear 
to-morrow night at Lord Rantum's private 
Theatre. 

Flounce^ Thankye Ma*am. But Mifs Topits 
maid told n^e, all of them except your Ladyihip, 
made a flrange piece of bungling work of their 
play there lalt Wednefday. 

Mrs. Coc. Work I Oh heavens ' If Shakefpeard 
could have taken a peep at them, ha, ha, ha! — 
Romeo and Juliet the p!ay-*^a hot difpute arofe 
on the text — Mrs. Melpomene iufifling an error 
o*the prefs in, ^' Juliet is the fun,*' for, faysflie^ 
{mimicking) *• Isn't Juliet a woman's name !" Cer- 
tainly replies Sir Colly Comment, {mimicking) 
*' And is'flt Romeo talking to this very young 
lady in the balcony ?"— Moft certaiHj me^n, " Ob^ 
oh, then, certainly (fays (he) the poet meant 
** Inftead of Juliet is the foi^, that llomeo fivould 
fay, it is the Eaft, and Juliet is the daughter**-'-^ 
Ha, ha^ ha ! then the Romeo and Paris were 
real riyals for the love of — ^I was the Juliet-^ 
you know Flounce, how I look'd when I left 
my toilet here. 

Flounce. Charming ! I dpn't wonder if they fit 
^ about you. 

Mrs. Coc. Flounce, you're near it— for in the 
tomb icene, Romeo, inftead of a foil, (ufual in 
thofe cafes) v/hips out a fword on the noble 
County Parisj who fuppofing malice prepence, 
prudentty before a lunge cou'd be made at him, 

lays 
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lays himfelf down, kicks up his heels^ and— -< 
Oh ! dies very decently. — Romeo full of remorfe^ 
looking oyer the breathlefs body, and going on 
with his fpeech in the author's words, ^y^""^ 
** Who have we here ? The noble County raris I 
^* one writ with me in four misfortune's book^ 
•* give me thy hand." {mimicking) The good 
natur'd Count, eager to make up all animofity 
on the very word, from the dead, up went the 
hand, meeting Romeo's with a cordial ihake* 
In the confufion of laugh, occaiioned by this 
kind condud, the hero, on breaking open the 
tomb, totally forgot what he had to fay next, m 
vain the prompter whifpers the word ; poor Juliet 
might have lain in Capulet's monument 'till 
Doomfday— At length impatient, (for't got mon- 
ilrous cold) I foftly bid him: ^^ Speak» why 
don't you fpeak ? Ha, ha, ha ! He taking it for 
whathefhou'd fay, with all the furor of dif- 
traded love, burfis out. ^' Speak, fpeak, Oh ! 
why don't you fpeak,'' ha, ha, ha ! (looks in the 
glafs) Flounce, can I in complexion compare 
with my niece Belinda. 

Flounce: Can a daih of cold water compare ta 
almond pafte, and milk of rofeSi 

Enter Joey with ihejack^ throws it on the Toilet. 

Joey. My firft piece of farvice in my new place* 

Mrs. Coc. Ah ! (/creams) 

flnter Cockletop with a/mall fcroll of Farcbmentm 

{angrily) Aftoniftiing, Mr. Cockletop, you won't 
even let me have my drefling-room to myfelf. 

VOL. I. T T Coct 
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Coc. Oh, Mrs. Cockletop what a prize! I 
have bought one of thejong-loft books of Livy, 
a manuicript fo capi^lly illegible, that no 
man on the globe can difiinguilh or read a let- 
ter of it. — Let's fee what change he has given 
me. {reckoning money) 

Flounce. Full of fnails. {flinging Jhe plants 
off the tabUi knocks the money out of Cockletop' s 
hand.) [Exitm 

Coc. The botanical plants from Doctor Camo- 
mile ! carefully pick them up, every leaf has the 
virtue. ' 

Enter Frank in a riding drefs. 

Frank. 'WWl they heal iHy wounded pocket ? 
{picks up the money) 

Coc. Eh \ vifhat, you lizard ! (taking the money 
from him) The valuable fimplcs— 

Mrs. Coc. Do, my dear, let poor Frank havtf 
a little money. 

Coe. From which Vd have diftillM aqua ttiira*^ 
bilis. {gathers the leaves) 

Frank. Your gencrofity would be-* 

Coc. So rare!— 

Mrs. Coc* Coniider^ your nephew making ail 
appearance equal to other young gentlemen is a 
credit to you, as you're known to be— 

Coc. Acuriofityf 

Mrj. Coc. Give him a few guineas, 

Coc. Penny-royal— ril give him a colt'^ 

foot, (picking up the leaves) 

Mrs. Cbc. BeGd^s often antiques fliay fait iff 
his way. (winks at Frank) 

Frank, Ay, if I want to buy cutious medals, 
camios or intaglios for you— • 

Coc. 
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^ Coc. What, would you buy antiques for me, 
py good antelope ? 

Frank. I was offered a fine old moth eaten 
Hemings and Condel folio of Shakefpeare t'other 
day for fourteen and nine pence. 

Coc. What ? no, matter, could you have it 
for nine pence ? Buy it> here's a fhilling, and 
]keep the change. 

Frank. Ay, Sir, a few guineas could never 
come in better time, as Pm juft whip and fpur 
you fee, hey ! fpank to Southampton. 

Mrs. Coc. (alarm' d) Pray, Frank, what bufir 
pefs have you there ? 

Frank. What, but to fee my lovely coufin. ' 

Coc. Eh! {puts up the money) 

Mrs. C9C. Oh ! is that your bufinefs ? 

Coc. May be, you like— 

Mrs. Coc. Ay, do you admire my niece ? 

Frank. Admire ? I love her to difiradion. 

Coc. The fweet girl I doat on myfdf. {afide) 
pet out of my houie you locuft. 

Mrs. Coc. Love her, after all my fond hints to 
him ! [afide) Oh, Sir, I remember rehearfing 
Imogen with you t'other night, when I was to 
Jiave fainted in your arms. 

Coc. Ay, you villain, you ftept afide, and let 
my poor wife tumble down, and knock her fine 
head againft the brafs feiider-*-~Take a double 
hop out of your two boots, you jackdaw, how dare 
you ftand before your aunt, with a horfewhip 
•in your hand ? ' Do you want to bring her grey 
Jbairs with forrow to the grave ? 

Mrs. Coc. Grey hairs. 

Enter Yhov^cz. 

Flounce. Ma'am ! Mrs. Cammomile. 

t T 8 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Coc. Sir, command your nqvbew to think f 
no more of my niccc-^-Lovc another— You an 
amateur ! — Stand from the entrance. 

l^Exif in a paffion, and Fhunce. 

Frank. Why, my dear uncle, you are really a 
good natur'd old lad ; but for this nonfenlicai 
paffion for antiquities, in which you've nQ mor% 
judgment than my boot.— 

Coc. What's that? 

Frank. Did'nt you t'other day, give ten pounds 
for a model of Trajan's pillar, which turn'd out 
to be a brafs candleftick ? 

Coc. No. 

Frank. Had'nt you a fervant-maid dragg'd be* 
fore a juftice for fecreting three hundred and fifty 
filver fpoons, which you fwore were fliut up in 
a cherry ftone. 

Coc. No. 

Frank. You woud'nt let my aunt go to a ppor 
living aAor's benefit, yet gave half a guinea fqr 
Rofcius's eye lafli, which proved to be taken 
from the corps of a cobler in Cripplegate.-r 

Coc. 'Tis nofuch thing. 

Frank. Didn*t you give twenty pounds for the 
firft plate ever Hogarth engraved, tho' it was 
only a pint porter pot from the Barley Mow ? 

Coc. No. 

Frank. Did'nt you throw a lobfter in the fire, 
fwearing it was a Salamander ? 

Oc. No. 

Frank. When my aunt broke her tortoifelhell 
comb, you carefully pick'd up every tooth, 
Ihewing them about for the quills of a porcupine. 

Coc I did not firrah. 

Frank. Hearing me whiftle " the larks fhrill 
notes" from the next room, you attempted to 
perfuade the company, 'twas a humming bird. 
^ Coc. 
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Coc. Ay, but that was all when I was fick.— » 
In bodily health my mind is bright and polilh'd ; 
but you moft audacious dromedary ! traduce my 
Ikill in antiques ! — Hark'y, when you can prove 
to me that it's poffible I can be impofed upoa 
in antiquities,, that is, if I am in health, I 
confent to giv? you Belinda ; here's my hand 
on it. — Begone, your face is as odious to me as t 
jktSNi copper penny* \ExiU 

Enter Heab^ty, calling afte r Cockvltov. 

Hearty. Sir, Here's the receipt— 

Frank' Ay, Hearty, you're my uncle's Stew^p 

ard, receiver of his calh, and yet do, give 

me a few guineas, cheat him a littte my honeft 
;felIow. 

Hearty^ Mufn't. 

Frank. Plague of the money, I want it. — ^Yefl 
terday met a parcel of lads in the Park — a party 
propofed for a bafon of turtle at the Spring Gar- 
den—I was oblig'd to — '« good bye" — afked to 
4inner at Mr. Nabob's, Harley Street, fo, as I 
dreaded cards in the evening, fneak'd ofF without 
my hat, 'caufe I hadn't half a crown to releafe 
it frorA the bijtler. — ^Then my friend. Jack Fro- 
lick, the player, franck'd me into Covent Garden ; 
fat down in the upper boxes between Mifs Frump, 
and Mrs. Rollabout, when the curft orange wo- 
inan thrufts h^r bafket, with " fweet gentleman, 
treat the ladies." — I was obliged to clap my 
hand upon my pocket, with my purfe gonel 
'Pon honor, no entring a public place for 
thefe light finger'd gentry," — Coming hoa\c 
yefterday, caught in a (baking (ho wer. — " Your 

honor. 



'gzt MODERN ANTIQtIBS I 

banor^ coach unhir-d.'* In I jumps, not re^ 
colleding his difmal honor had'nt a ihilHog 
to pay for it, fo, as the fellow clapt to one door § 
cut I pops at t'other; but then I got moVd by 
the waterman, and broke my ihins over a poft 
running away from the link* boy « 

Hearty. Why, Frank, I'll len^ you my owa 
money with all my heart.- 
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Frank. No, before I ft rip you of what you 
may yet want to cberiOi your old age. Til periflb. 
— Yet, this is my Belinda's birth day^— By heaven 
I will wiflb, ay, and give her joy, tho* I foot it 
every mile to Southampton^ and dioe on water 
creffes by a ditch fide. [Exit. 

Hearty. Spirited lad ! But I hope by means 
of my letter, I ffiall be able to affift him^ — tho* 
I thought his uncle too abfurd to tell him, yet 
its ftrange what a paflion I've got myfelf, for 
fiihing up thofc odd fort of rarities. Til fell my 
old mafter the fmall collection Tve made ; but 
as his knowing them to be mine may leflen their 
value in his opinion ; this letter roufes his de- 
fire to buy them, and then if I can but make 
him believe I'm fome traveller that has brought 
them from Italy, or 

Enter Joey in a Livery. 

You're the new footman ? 

Joey. Yes, I he's. I've put'n on my llverv. 

Hearty . Here's a letter was left for your mafteri 
Yoiill give it to him direcWy. 

[ gives letter and Exit. 

Joey. So, I muft give this letter too !• — They'r 
relolv'd in London, to keep no cats that worit 
catch mice. ' 

Enteit 



» 



OR, THE MEARY MOURNERS. 34/? 



Enter Nan with a iroom, finging. 

Uan. (begins tofweep) ^^ A farvicein Londoa 
IS no fuch difgrace. 

Jt)ey. Isn't that- 

Nan. Why, Joey ! {furpriz'd) ' 

Joey. Nan, lord, lord, how glad I be's to fee' 
thee. ' (they embrace) 

Nan. But what brings you here j and in this 
fine lac'd coat. 

Jaey. Why, I be fix'd here fot a farvant man. 

Nan. Zurn ! Lord, how comacle*! and I hired 
here to-day as maid. 

Joey. Hills and mountains will meet— -Oh dear! 
Oh dear ! 

Nan. I'm Dow fent in here by Mrs. Flounce 
to do up Lady's dreffing-room, that it feems 
fome clumfy booby has thrown leaves aboum. 

Joey. I'm not a booby. Nan, I find you're a$ 
fancy tongu'd as ever. 

Nan. Oh law, was it you, Joey ? I alkpardoni 

Joey. 'Twas all along of your crofihefs I coni'd 
up to London. 

Nan. And 'twas your falfe heartednefs that 
drove me to feek my bread here. 

Joey. Well, fince good luck has brought u& 
into one houfe, we'll never quarrel, nor be un« 
kind no ^lore. 

Nan. Nor I never more will be jealous— ^Oh, 
Oh ! you've had this letter from Poll Primrofe— ** 
Ah ! you AtctitivX-^-^^fnatches Hearty' s letter from 
Joey^ waijlcoat pocket, breaks it open, and reads) 

Sir, encourag'd" 

Joey. The devil, do you fee what you've 

done 
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done> this letter was for Meafter-— If I havti^t a 
moind , .^ ^ ,. 

iVi2«, Why, Joey, dont be angry— The fiiA 
letter I get for my Lady, yoalhsJl opeq for ilie, 
that you ftiall — •' And better flpiy fortune as other 
girls do.** {Emi Jingihg. 

Joey. Egad ! you've fpoil'dmy fortune 1 What 
Vim become of me ! Before I've time to fit donif a 
in my new place^ I (hall get kick'd out on't* 

Enter Frank. ,; ^ 

Frank. Eh! wherc's Hearty ? 
(Joey^ drops the letter^ Frank picks it up and looh at 

thefuper/cription.) 
For my uncle ? 

Joey, {confufed) Yes, Sir ; I got it to give himi 

Frank. But how came it open'd ? 

Joey. It*s open'd. 

Frank. I fee it is. — Do you know, that openw 
ing another man's letter is tranfportation. 

Joey. Is it ? then I'll take the blame upon my- 
felf rather than Nan be punifhed. {afide) 'Twas I 
broke it open. Sir — but I me^nt only to— to— ' 
break it open— all accident- {trembling) 

Frank. This promifes fometJiing/ {perujing) 
Well, keep your own fecret, and Til bring you 
out of thisfcrape. 

Joey. Do, Sir, do. 

Fraikm Any paper here. (Jits down^ writes^ as 
copying this opened letter ; reads) *' Sir, Encouraged 
by your charafter, I fliall, in perfon, to-morrow, 
offer to you for fale fome antique rarities."— My 
old conceited uncle has engaged to give me Be- 
linda, when I can prove that it's poflible to im- 
pofe on him in ahtiquities-^This may do it, and 

bring 
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bring mc a convenient fum bcfides—- for with all 
the ridiculous pnthufiafai of a Virtuofbi my Uncle 
has foiall reading, tio tafte^ but i i>lentiful ftock 
of credulity, (tbrites) 

Coc. (wUbout) Joey \ 
h^. Waunds ! that's Mifteh 
hank. {Hafiiiy feah and Jiiperfcribes thi letter 
he had written. ) There, ftand to ii ftoutly; that's 
the very one you received. {Gives it.) 

Joey. A thoufand thanks, kind fir: 
"" ^rank. Oh, but I (hall want a difguife {afide.) 
'iTou put on your livery fihcc you Camt; wkete are 
youi* bwq cloaths ? 
. Joe^. In the Butler*s panfcry. 

Frank. Quick; go give that letter, {Puts him off) 
Ha, ha, ha! Yes uncle, if youVe calH to buy 
antiquities, I'm a ftupid ftUow indeed if I can't 
find fomc to fell you, and if \ fuccecd, hey, for 
ISouth^m|)tbn with the triumphant new^ td Belinda. 
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SCENE IIL 

Cociletofs Stu^. 
Enter Cockletop, ferujifigtbe teiier^ MHdfotY. 

Joey. Yes^ fir, I Was defircd to give it you— • 
if he fliould find out that Nan broke open t'other 
*— Indeed, firi that's the very letter it; was 
never opened. 

Coc. The things this learned man mentions 
htrcj ire really very curious* 

Joey. Sir> here be Mr. Napkin the Butler 
coming. 

VOL. f, V u Enter 
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Nap, Sir, a man wants you there bclo^. 

Coc. Then fir, do you fepd hiqi up teri? abpv^, 
{Peru/es.) 

Nap. Eh! what gre you idling hrrc? C^pnCj 
^ conic, I'll (hew you the bufmcfs ox ^F6€>m)m — 
you mufl: toafl: th^ muSina for mine ^n4 lyl^* 
flounce's breakf;^ft. ' 

Joey. I woU, fir, and broil a beefrfte^k fp^.my 
own. ^ [.Errif J^apkifi and ^^. 

Coc. Only that my hiain is for cvjcr runi}ing,c^ 
my wife's charming Niece Belinda^ [f^)xyt Jqf^ 
her ! I like every thing old ejcqepjt 0irjl^ ^]|(! 
Guineas).— I Ihou'd certainly be a fecQ^4,;Sir 
Hain's Sloane.*-rd be a Solander and^ Monf^ov^ 
Gcoffery 1 Now> who's this? . ,. 

Znter Fj^akk in Jojgy^s firji Clpatbfi^w^tb/a^ 

Hamper. 

Frank. {a/ide)\f my \^n(:\t\ingYft mt noy,}xc 
mult have good fpeftacles. Meafter tdid mc, as 
he told you in letff^ he'd »1J on you to mori-ow 
with fome rarities fir* (In broad tountry dialeB) 

Coc. Oh, thcn^ ypii belong to the gentlemstji 
who fent me this letter ? Where does your maftcr 

lir«? 

Frank. At Brentford y but I he's from Tsiunton 
^ean; and as I was coining to town, to day, be 
thought I mi^it as well drop them here if you'U 
b^ ^em. Thpfebethcy. {foewing hamper) . 

Coc. Oh, what, he% fent you with thp things 
that are mentioned here, (^q the letter.') 

Frank. I warrant them all WQundy rfcb> he 
gave me fuch ^ Arid charge about 'em. 

C$$. 
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Coc. Rich ! ah^ thefc fordtd fouls can't conceived 
that the .moft cxtream delight to the eye of aa 
Antiquafrian, is beautiful brown ruft, and heavenly 
verdigreafe ! Let's fee, {redds*) ^* Thfe firft is a 
Neptune's Trident from the Barbarini Gallery.** 

Frank. That's \ii {flsews a tvafting-fork-) 

Coc. {Reads.) *' One of Niobes tcars^ prc-^ 
Jiirv'd in fpirits/* 

Frank. ThAZ. {Produces a fmdU phiah) 

Coc. Curious, (afide.) " A piece of Houfe- 
liold Furniture from the ruins of H^rculahium, 
comptifing the genuine feftion of th^ Efcdrial." 
precious indeed, (aftde.) Scfliion of the Eicurial \ 
Ay, then it nnuft be in the fhape 6(— {Frank Jhews 
a gridiron.) Wonderful I {Reads. )\ ** The cap/ of 
Williani Tell, the celebrated Swift Patriot^ worn 
when he (hot the apple off his foh's head/' 

Frank, Fvc forgot to bring any thing even like 
that. — ^What ihall I do? {ajida.) I warrant it 
fee's here, fin 

Cot, I hope it is ; for I will not buy one with- 
out all. 

Frank. Then all you Ihall have (ajide.) Pretends 
to look in the Hamper. Picks up Cockletop^s hat and 
with a penknfe cuts off the brim*) That's itj 
mayhap.* {Gives the crown) 

Coc. Great ! This is indeed the Cap of Liberty. 
{Puts it on his head and reads. ) " Half a yard of 
" cloth from Otaheite, being a part of the mantle 
^ of Qyeen Oberca, pr^fented bv her to Captain 
^« Cook," 

Friink, Zounds, I was in fuch ^ hurry to get to 

work, that Iv'e forgdt half my tools, {aftde) 

Coc, Whefe's the cloth from Otaherte f 

Frank, I dare fay ii's here {Feels the coat hd 

has on.} No, mufn't hurt poor Joey, Eh ! {Cuts 

a large pie^e off tke Skirt of Co^kletop' s coat while 

V V 2 be 



332 MODEl^N AjNTiOyps ; 

be is adfftiring . fh (^if^i^) Belike, ihat's ,it^* 

Coc. Indeed ! What wonderful loft textuic ! 
Wp'}»(?- no fiich cloth in Hn^and-T^ThU ja^^ 
have bccQ the Fleece. of ja very fine iheep. 

Frank. Ay. taken from the back of an old 
ftupid ram. , 

Coc. Speak of what you underftand, yop clowfl, 
much talk may bctraty liule knqwlcdge.-HCut 
your.coat according to y pur cloth* , , ., 

Frank. Yes, fir^ I cut your coat according t$ 
your cloth— I muft fix him in his opinion npw^ 
with a little fineffe {afideJ) lA^&tv to ^^pi^^t ftfty 
pounds for this balderdafh. , 

C?^. Here's the Mpney. > , , 

Frank. No, no i if he even thought yoji fych a 
fool to give it, he muft be a rogue to take it, ibqt 
he Iha'n't make me a party, Til let him know; Vta 
^n honcft man. — Dom ipp if I don't throw them 
jn the kennel arid quit liis farvice. (filing Pota^ 
tbem.') 

Coc. {H^ftify} Leave them there, and take 
the money to your iinafter, or I'll mak^ him fen^ 
you to the devil, you thicklkuU'd PuflfalOf 
(Taking out a pQcket book) 

Frank. Not a penny of it will Ltpvclur 

Enter Napkin* 
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Naf. Sir, here's the Gentlenoan that fent you a 
letter about calling on you to morrow. 

Coc. This muft be your mafter. {to Frank) 

Frank. Npw I'ni in a fine w^y. 

Coc. V\\ tell him of your rafcality. Shew the 
gentleman up. \EKit , Napkin. 

Frank. Doa\ tell hin^T-don't get a poor pi^ 

• tura'd 
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tomy out of br^ad— Qgick, give me the money, 
and rU take it to him myfclf. 
' Cot^ No, no, ril give it to him. 
^ Ikink. Plague of my fineffe, chat I coudVc 
take the money when I might. 

Enter Heartly, (^difguijed) with ajhagreen cafe. 

. Hearty. Eb ! my old matter feejns difguifed as 
'lyell as I— The fooner I get the monpy the better 
for poor Frank's fake, {afide) 

CoCi^\f\ {Bows) 

Hearty. Sir \ {Bowing) 

Coc. You've been in Italy, fir f 

Hearty. I have {In an ajfumed voice) 

Frank* I wiib you'd ftaid there, (afide) 

Hearty. Not to intrude upon your cim6, we'll 
proceed to bufinefs. 

• Coc. Oh, he's in a hurry for his money, (afide) 
No dcl^y on nr»y fide, fir, for I ofiFcrcd the, ca(h 
iialf a dozen times. 

Hearty. Sir, it was time enough for yoil to offer 
me paymeilt when you received the articles. 

Coc. I don't' fay I offcr'd it to you yourfelf. 

Hearty. To who then, fir ? 
. Coc. To Taunton Dean. 

Hearty. I underftand you faidi— but I afl§ 
pardon— you'll pleafe to look at, and if you ap^ 
prove of them. — 

Coc. Oh, yes, I approve, tho* certain people 
that eat your bread, feem to think that youVe a 
rogue, aid I'm a fool. 

Frank Then fir, you will ruin me ! {apart) 

Coc. Yes, I will fir. {apart) 

Hearty I'm a rogue ! lure he don't know me ? 

{afide.) 

Hevrty. 
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. Hearty. I flatter myfelf fir^ Wheh toil fde tlK 
articles — 

Coc, I have Ibcn ,thefh. 

jHwr/y. Pircion me, fir, but I chirtk not , wKere 
how ? . 

Cae. Why, with itty eyesi how the devil elfc 
Ihou'd I fee them. 

Frank. I've a mind to knock both their wiffi 
heads together and fhat<5h the money, (ajdi) 

Cac. Willyou^ difpofc of thefe or nei^ ? {pemmg 
t$ Franks articles) 

Hearty. Sir! 

Coc. And, Sir!' the detil didh't y(9tl come 
here to fell me rarities ? {i/? a great pdffion) 

Hearty. Yesi fir^ and will if yoU will buy 
them. 

Coc. Itcll you I do, and have bought them. 

Hearty. Have ! 

Cqc. Oh, he repents 0flfei*ihg them (6 cheap; 
but ril clcneh the bargain.-^Here's the fifty 
pounds, tell your maftei you tdfofc it before he 
came in. (apart to Frank., giving htfn d note) 

Frank. Yea. (goes towards door) 

Coa. Hey I ftop, wD'n-t you give it to ydut 
xnafter ? 

Frank. Vm going to give it hisH dire£lly. Sir, 
(going) 

Co(. Bnt, zounds! What's all this? You'll 
give it hini diredlly ! Yet, you ftalk by him as if 
he was only an old wig-block. 

Frank. Sra&by-^Who's a wig-block, Sir? 

Coc. Your mafter here. ^ 

Frank. That my mafterr—no. 

Coc. Eh! Isn't this your fervant ? 

Hearty. IJo^Sifi * 

Coc. Didn't you write n^e this letter ? 

(Jhewingit) 
Hearty. 
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Coe* What, not about the Antiquities? 

Hearty. About the Amicjufties.? Qh, Yes,. Sir* 
, Qd^, Yies, SijCf po, Sip carry your prevaricat-i 
ing pate down ftairs. Sir. 
, itratfk. Thi? intift be an Jn[>pdlor. (^^ar/ /# 
CQfklefop) You're too late for afti^r-grafs, for my 
i^a^er h^? already burped this old fool. 

Coc. Old fool ! Get yxy^ pjuit pf my houfe you 
feQ^ndrfil, or-T— r-(/<?i^^x d^Van 4 bl^nderbufs) 

{Exit Frank. 
Offer to ppen ypur juggling-box here, and I'll 
blaw y w to ^entford, you dog, I will, {prc-^ 

Jpnts) \Exit He arty 4 

Enter Mks. Camomile, and Mrs. Cockletop^ 

they both /cream. 

Mrs. Cam. IHcavens, IVJr; Cockletop, v?ill you 
kUlw? 

l^rs. CoCf Lord, what's on your head ? 

^(?f. The Cap of Lib?rty-i4>h, the foper-beaUif 
tiful purchafe I have juft made! Siich a oharmM 
ing addition to my little curious colledton ! 
Mrs* CamcHpile yoif ve tafte, TU g^ve you 4 tr^eat 
ii-.J'll (hew her all. {afide) 

jtf r;. (^pcp (fieing the things that Frank bad left) 
Heavens 1 who has done this ? 

£;?/^r Flounce/ 

Here, take thefe, and fling them ■■ - 

Qqc. Lay ypftr fingers on them, and ril-:-Stra- 
bo, Campden, and Bifhop Poc^K^-rMadam, yt>u 
flioiild, {to Mrs. Camomile) that is, ido you know 
rou're a Dilitante— I fay you'r« a qdebrateed DiU 
e-^and— Now what a fine difcoiirfe Sir Jofeph 
Banks wou'di make upon thefe— Madam, I fay — 

Mrs. Coc. 
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Mrs. C(W?. tilcft Brtftt whp has trimm'd yoti 
this way? , ' 

Coc. Sir Aftttoiliever!— I wilh your hliftiind 
Doftbr GiTmbmile tl^as in town— Fve^ fticfi a 
f eaft for the vintifable Bede. [' ' 

M^s. Cam. I wi(h we cou'd get you out of 
town, (afide)"^ Ay ^ but Mr. Cockletop^ a cnaii 
with money and ludgment like yoii^ Ihou'd 
travel Mnilelf : to colieft rarities. 

Coc. I've no occafion to give ihy felf the Miiftid 
and perils of travel, to hazard my neek, dri^'d 
over it1i>ihe precipices, or get m V throai: cdt^ in 
dirty ItaKsn inns, ' or fuffocated hf 'pdHkntilt 
i^eagis from the infernal mouth of Vefuvms;! 
need not Kke Pliny the elder, be drownM^&i a 
ihower of cinders. N0| no, biere I fit at homi^ 
quiet, in my eafy chair, while travellers coine, 
audUy at 'toy feet the wonderftrF fntits of ^eir 
v^ife Tefearches. — ^Awake, prepare your iind^« 
Handing, here's a tear— the devil, I forgot irho 
cried this tear, (afide) Hem ! It's a ptecldus drop 
prdTervM in Ipirits. 

FA^f^. Ma, ha, ha ! 

Coc. Get along, you mod fcahdaloos toD|paed 
—I defire, Mrs* Cockletop, you'H order your 
flip-flop out of the mufetrm. — Then hiere is a 
moft valuable — (bo/ds up the Gridiron) ' 

^ *7 * Enter Joey, at the hask.- - 

jfoey. Vm fet to broil beef-fteaks, afcd ^toaft 
muffins;—- The cook faid Mr. Frank took-^cm^ 
and brought *em out of the kitchen-^ ^ ' '"^ 

CW. Tfhere ! all tiofl: me only fifty pioiiAds.— 
This is a Neptune's Tridetft, ^hoids uj^ ike Uafii^ 



fhrk) and this piece af ftfrmture from Htrcula- 
iiium, the model of the Efcurial, built ia honor 
ipf St Xa wi«acei ^ho Was broii'd (fit — ^ 
, Jofy. Thankye, Sir, I was looking fpr t^c 
,!riE}aftiDgrftirk aad the Crfi^fon* {takfis thm) 

jF7oy^/.;lfo, ha,hal 
Cot. )Sr^t'^ that? 

Mrs. Coc. Why, Mn Cpcklctopf/ whs^t h^yc 
you been about Wc.? 

(^..I l^lievct Tm Ut.-^^tawgtftn Pe^p ! He 
Jii»s a»jb^ue. |&iiF 4fif'.i/V ,c(^ft jgg^ ^aO Is my 
face genuine;,? 

' J(fr/,iCflr. ^by^ 'tis, an A^tiqae^i^Bat Jacked, 
fi^Y dear^i ypii don't look wi^ll- 

Coc. Don't I ? ' 

Mrs. Gi^. This may help my fch^np^. (j^M^^ 
JMy dear Sir^ I wou'dn't ihpck you, b\^t you 
look — r- 

O^ Dal? 

Ifirsi Cam. My hulhand thedpiSpr, pft^^told 

ine, thit your bodily illnefs ajwayi b*d an cffeA 

iipon your mindi 

Ccc. mo man living u^derftands my conftitu- 

.tion but DodofT Gampmiie-— I mia^fl: be. — {failit^ 
bispulfi) 

Mrs. Cam. When a gentleman of your know-* 
Jcdge is io grolsly duped, it's a certain fign— 

Oc. It is, that I'm ill, or I never could have 
bcien ^ken jn. 

^Afrj* Cfic. Lud 1 I wifh.yoor Jbufbap^d th^ doc- 
^tor was in Town. 

iWrr Cam. Td adyife Mn Cockletop to %o to 
him at. Wiachcftcr; direftly. 

uroL, u XX Mrs^ 
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. JV4>*J. C^r. Here, Napkio! ( ,^^,?r, 

Ik. 

Epter Navkx^. ' . '':^^^^^ 

Order the torfes to — your poor irfifter^^ 
do<aor — atWinchefter. ' ^^'^^ 

Nap. (looks With concern at Cockktop) OIi, he w 
—yes Ma*am — ^here, John, de^re Hiomas^ to 
make Joey put a pair of hurfes to the chaifel C^ 

Mrs. Cam. You'd beft let Mr. Napkin %tllend 
you. ' 

Mrs. Goc. He*s a careful man. ^* '^ 

Coc. In this journey, I can view the ftmoiii 
antient abbey of Netley; I have a choice bl^cr 
drawing of it— I'll cUmb and bring from the 
fummit of the mouldVing wall- — ^ \^^' 

Mrs. Coc. Yes, you're in a ftatc fpf cliiflbiii]^! 
Wou'd you break your ifeck, my dtii iove^ tira 
your , poor wife's heart ? "-S^^^ 

Coc. Kind fpoiife \—Y\\ Call at SouthaAj)ten, 
and fee my Belinda, tha' I die at her feet. 

{aftde) ; -^ ' ;^^ 

Mrs. Coc. When heV out of tdvo^ii, f m^ft 
have the uninterrupted company of my dear 
Frank— (^^(f) Keep up your fpirits, my love. 

Coc. I live only for you, my deareft. 

[Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cockletop. 
' Mrs. Cam. Napkin, ha, ha, ha ! Here's an op*- 
portunity for our plan. — You know as we've all 
without fucccfs, repeatedly endeavoiiT'd to per- 
fuade the old couple to fettle fome provifion oft 
their neice and nephew, Frank and Belinda-— 

Nap. Aye, ma'am we muft try ftratagem. 

Mrs. Cam. The excufe youf miftrefs gives, it 
the chance of her having children of her own, 
whom fhe can't wrong, by lavifliing their patri- 
mony on others. 
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Nap. Ha, ha> ha ! d^en to put her out of all 
hppes of that, as you haye fipttled, we'll make 
ber believe my mafter's dead, ai;id as I'm now 
going into the country with him, leave that to 
me ma'am. 

Mrs. Cam. I fancy it will be eafy^ as £tie alrea«» 
dy thinks him ill. 

Nap. And feeble. — She heard him thireaten to 
climb up the mouldering walls of Netley Abbey, 
in fearch of a fprig of ivy, or an ov^'s ^^^ i .^^^ 
if I can't invent a ftory to bring the old gentle* 
wan tumbling down— 

Mrs. Cam. Ha, ha, ha I And make yout* liiit 
trefs, (the mourning widow) eftablifli the dear, 
amiable youi^ couple well and happy, it will be 
an excellent joke to laugh at over their wedding 
fupper. 

Nap» But I muft prepare for t|ie journey. 

Mrs. Cam. And 1, home, to comfort poor Be- 
linda. Only you aft your part moft dolefully 
p^turaii, and we muft profper. [Exeu^. 
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SCENE L '-'<"i 

■ ■ ■ ■ :\ : 

MR!^. CamomiIeV Hdufe^ 
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IrlOLLO! Mrs* Campmik ! here's a irick i IU|: 
ha, ha! 

EnterUEAKTj in his own clpatbsj gnatfy agii^ted. 

Hearty. Ay, here's the raffraU (%^ bold ^ 
Frank) Villain ! Tell me thi$ inftaat.— -~ 

Enter Joey, running. 

Joey. Yes, this is my Coat ; PU make a Davy 
of it. (^lays holds of Frank on the other fide) 

Frank. Hey! Be quiet my good friend?! 

Hearty, {enraged) Where's the money ypu ob- 
tain'd under f^lfe pret^nCei^ rafcal i 

' • >'> 



yoiy. IMh er my coit^ firraEb, 
^ Frani. Both deliVa* me, ar with one of you, 
ril rattan the other put of the room. i^difenJogeM 
hiwfelfy You fcqundrel, is this your thanks, tor 
favingyouF necky.when you br0k<$ opea youif 
xnafter's letter, yipart t0 Josy) 

Joey. ^Surv^infi^ bfm) Lad! if it isa^t*— ^nd 
here too's the gentleman tfiat gaven na€-*-if ho 
difcovers.— (^^^tf ) Keep my wearing apparel, 
and Jay no mor aboutair, . 

Frank. Yop fay no more abouta> or you 
fail for Port Jackfon. — Step down^ and bring 
^e word when a faddled. horfe comes to t e 
door — Fly ! 

Joey. Yes, Sir, yes. (frightened) [£*!>. 

Frank. Hallo ! Hearty, how do you tny back. 
^jdi/cevers him/elf) 

Hearty* Frank \ (fi^fying him witb Jirpri/e) 

Frank. Frank and free*— Tol, lol, lol! — Eh, 
pnly touch'd uncle out of fifty. (Jhews the Bank 
I^ote) Uncle's own Kitchen's now his Hercula- 
niutn, ha, ha^ha! To think how I've left him 
Jn his Cap of Liberty, flourifhing his Barbarini 
toafting-fork. He's to give me Belinda when I 
can proye he can be impos'd upoa in Anti« 
qui ties. 

Hearty. But how did you :- 

Frank. Then fuch triun^ph, to fling the hatch* 
et even beyond the traveller s but 1 had a mind 
to kick him tho'. 

Hearty. I'm glad you did not tho% 

Frank. You glad ! Why, what is it to you ? — I 
fhall never forget old Mijz, the Philofoper ; I 
think I fee hira now, with hi§ fcientific wig 
pull'd over his mulbenry nofe. 

Hearty^ 
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Hearty. You do? (in his feign' dvoicey .. 

Frank. Eh \ {furpriz'd) Really, cou'rf it Wrt 
been you my honeft old friend. 

Hearty. Aye, here you fee old Muz, the j^i- 
lofophcr, who laid out for a fifty, only to ilb^ra*^ 
duce it to you, my dear boy. (Jhakesbis ban^^^ 

Frank, {ruminating) WeW, now, uponftay 

foul, this is— 

Hearty. Hang refleftion, as Ibng as one 6f us 
has fucceeded }. have you heard of your unc^> 
leaving town. 

Frank. Has he? 

Hearty. Pvc fomc time upon my handSi' 1^ 

S) with you to Southampton. My hOrfc fe at 
e liverv-ftabies the other fide of Wcftmitiftcf 
Bridge. ' ' ^^ 

Frank. YouM beft ftep on before mc, have 
him out ready, youll not have a moment to 
wait, fpr.ril mount the inftant mine comes tp 
the door; 

Hearty. You'll tell me how you circumventejS^ 
me, and fuqh roaring laughs as wenr^^avcilt 
the way, ha, ha, ha f ^' By the Lord, lad, Fni 
glad you've got th^ money." [£a?//. 

Frink.'^Zj ha, ha ! Well, my mock eurroStics 
may have a better eflTedt on my uncle than 
Hpaity'sTeal ones, if they can help to ctiiie him 
of an abfurd whim that makes him the dupeiof 
impofiors, flinging his money after things ofiio 
utility. His very clpwnifh tenants have tiow 
found out his weak fide, and often pay their 
rent in b\itterBics, dried leaves, ftones, and 
bits of old iron, \looks at his watch) Getting 
late:— Pd like to fee if Mrs. Camomile has any 
commands for her friend Belinda* 
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Mt^!^ 3w4»P A at tk^ back, and }qzx at thfi ^; 




^r. Sir, the horfe be come. 

Fr^riL Then, hey for love, and my divine jfee* 
UnisL. (going) 

.. ^trA^ray, Sir, whither in fuch a mpnftrpus 
hurry? 

Franl^^ My Jove ! 

1^c^^ Love! Oh, then, I may ride the poney 
myfelf. ^ {Exit. 

Frank. In the name of miracles, howdid y^u 
^fitherc? ' ,^l 

B^i, Ypu know weVe the beft friend in the 
Wjprld in dear Mrs. Camomile, the miilrefs of 
this houfe. 

Enter Mrs. Camomile, 

'- \ ' ^ ■ -- : ■ ■: :] 

Mrs. Cam. Come, come, you happy pair of 
tortles, this room is the ftage for a little con\edy 
fve to aft with your aunt; of which, I h^^ei 
your union will prove the denouement. 

« • ■ * ■..,., 

A Uud knocking "without. Enter ¥lqvt^ck^ 

^ Plounce., Ma'am, my miftrefs is juft drove up 
,tQ the door. 

Bel. Oh, heavens! if fhe finds Fve run t;o 
town {going) 
. Mrs. Cam. Stop— lhe*ll meet you on the flairs. 

fyl. This way, Frank; when my aunt copies 
in here, we'll flip down. . ., 

Mrs. Cam. But^ SeJinda, you'll tell Frank what 
we're at, and both tqp diredly home ; . and you, 
and all the fervants, oa with your fables. 

Frank. 
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JFrank. Sables ! What, to celebrate my trfic- 
iore's bittb-day !— ^o, I'll baye fucfa aa^Iegaat 
CDtertainment at home, 

JReL Will you hold ybijr tphgae,- and come 
along. * [^Exeunt. 

Mrs. Cam. Jfiny. little. plot op their aunt, but 
•profpcrs.— ^Flounce, run and . defiue -Natpkin to' 
con over the lefTon I taught hipi,^ and look asT 
difmal as an executor leftwitbput a legacy. 

Flwnce. And, 'Ma'am, rilbidlrim keep, his 
handkerchief to .his .ey^s, for fear ^tn pnfortunate 
"laugh fiiooM %oil all : here's mj mtftrefs^'Ma^am ; 
I viiQx .you /ucceiis. 

• [Exit Flounce; 

Enter Mrs. Cockletop, {elegant -and gaylf 

drefsed) 

Mrs. Coc. Oh, Mrs. Camomile ! 

Mrs. Cam. Wdl, how c|o you do? 

Mrs: Cof.lOut hoofe feems fo melancholy fincc 
-tny poor- dear man has left tonj^n^ that now I 
can't bear to'ftay at home. 

Mrs. Cam. And when he was at home^ you 
werei^ilways^^gaddingi {afide) 

Mrs. Coc. I forgot to fliew you my drefs :-rI 
4wid it -in4de up- for' Gordtelia, in^outiiit^jnded 
play at Mrs. Pathos's. As you were^not thore, 
I pnt it on to canfuU^yOur tafte. 

Mrs ^ Cam. Oh, I forgot to thank you for*. my 
^ticket ; bni^ excufe me^ an^ -cng^gemeo^-*-* 

-Mrs. Go€.\ Ha, ha, ha ! You bad no lofs/ fw 
our tragedy was cqnveFiedinto a b^U. 

'Afri.C^. Ball! 

^ Mrs 4 €o£. Lear, yoo kni^w, wis our ^lay, whkh 
%c .got^p^ with every poffible care.-^\^<^f 

Ma'aa)> 
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Wdl, Ma^Jrttt^J Colohel Toper^ Who wa* tb have 
f\ikyd Gid^fttr, having conqiier'd too many bot- 
tles of Burgundy after dinner, {mimicks) *^ N6, 
n$*e ft* MiUbdr yotir tege^ril fit in the fide- 
l>o:)^ among the ladies. Begin your tragedy, 
1*41 t>e very ctvil*^rn clapi and Pll encore.'* 
^ Bot, deir Colonel, (cries Mrs. Pathos) re- 
Inetnber yoii^re to play; you muft go on.*'— 
*« Well, Madam, 111 fit and fee myfelf come 
onj that liiuft bi monftrotis fine, becaufe Tm fo 
Iwffi^ iil my pate ; but, firft, we^ll have toother 
bottl^^'* and' feerd back into the dining- 
room. *^ Ohj diftraftion ! (cries Mrs. Pathos) 
jtny audience all met — Vm eternally difgraced.'* 
" By heaven, you (han't, Mem! (fays Mr. 
-Segoob) ril make art apology. Ladies and 
Gentlemen, Colonel Toper having been fud- 
idenly taken ill, my Lord Brainlefs has kindly 
confented to read the part of Glo'fter, and hopes 
for your ilidrilgence.** ^* Bravo !'^ from his 
'\J^acc,aAd** bravo!*' echoed the furrounding 
^ circle. Up went the curtain, on came his Lord- 
fliip, book in hand; he reads, he afts — " bra-. 
VifEmo? I" On frtioothly went the play, 'till the 
fcene where Cornwall orders the unhappy 
€rlo'fter's eyes to be put out, ahinaident, none 
of our fafhionable aaors ever thought of, 'till 
the inftant the cruel command was given.-— 
Without eyes (^' were all the letters funs^') 
:Glo'ftercotfdn'C read; the probability of fiftion 
thus dcftroy*d the ptey cou'dn't proceed, a ^- 
4ieratlaUgh took place, benches were removed, 
the fiddles ftruck up Hillifberg's Reel, Aild 
audience aiid adors join'd in a countVy-dance. 
Ha, ha, ha! No, I'm determined to a^ no inorc 
amongfrtbemv Why cati't I haveplayiitf*y 
^ vbi- 1. Y y own 
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own houfe as well as Mrs. Pathos? My ho^ 
band's repofitory wou'd make me a complete 
theatre, it I cou'd but get all his ftuptd rarities 
out of it. Wasn't that a very abfurd circum- 
llance? Ha, ha, ha! Ton my honor> tho' I 
laugh I'm exceedingly melancholy. 

Mrs. Cam. You've nothing to make you un- 
caiy : — You're fure that with my hufband, Doftor 
Camomile, Mr. Cockletop is in fafe hands. 

Mrs. Coc. Why, I think he's not worfe, or I 
ihou'd have known it by my dreams ; fer, fleep- 
ing or waking, he's my thoughts. 

Airs. Cam. Then there's hope he's better : — 
be cheerful. 

Mrs. Coc. Well, Mrs. Camomile, it aflonifhes 
me how yoii can be cheerful while your huf- 
band's abfent ^ but, indeed, it's rather unfortu- 
nate when people are formed with hearts of more 
fenfibility than others. I've heard often, but 
can't have the fmallefl; conception, that there 
are women that marry old men with no other 
view than foon to become rich widows, and 
then take a young one. Oh ! my blood rifes 
when I think of fuch wives ! I'd rather die my- 
felf, nay, I'm fure I cou'dn't live, if any thing 
was to happen to my hufband; 

Enter Betty.; 

Bet: Why, Ma'am, here's Mr. Napkin juft 
come below. 

Mrs. Coc. But is his mafter return'd too? 

Mrs, Cum. Well, if even he is not, why &ou'd 
that alarm you ? 

Mrs* Coc. Then, perhaps. Napkin has brought 
-—Where is he ? Why don't he come up ? Nap- 

kinj 
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hmy (calls) torture me with fiifpence. Oh' 
Lord, Mrs. Camomile, if any thing'c the matter 
J ihall die. (with great emotion) 

Mrs. Cam. But don't teaze yourfelf, perhaps 
tvichouc a caufe. Mr. Napkin, pray walk up. 
{with compofure) 

Mrs. Coc* How I tremble ! 

Mrs. Cam. Colled your fortitude ; you know 
we fliould always be prepared for the worft. 

£inter Napkin in a trofuelling drefs^ fplajh'd^ and 

feemingly fatigued. 

iViT^. My dear, good matter ! (weeps) 

Mrs. C((?c. My nufband ! Oh, Lord, fpeaki 
pray fpeak. 

JVijif . Madam, will you have him brought up 
to town, or |ball he be buried in the country i 
(weeps) 

Mrs. Cam. Dead ? 

Nap. I wifh Henry the Vlllth had levelled 
Netley Abbey — my fweet mailer's thirft of 
knowledge — Aich a height— top of the old fpire 
-^his head giddy — feeble limbs— flrctching too 
far-— a ftone giving way-^-^tho' I caught him — by 
the heel — head foremoft — corner of a tomb^ 
ftonC'-^^afh — Oh! (weeps) 

Mrs. Coc. My fears are true. I faint — I die— 
Fleaie to reach that chair. 

Mrs. Camomile places a chair, Mrs, Cockle- 
top, with deliberation t hrujhes it with her hand^ 
kerchiefs feats herfelf^ takes out a fmelling^bottkx 
applies it, and afft£ls tofwoon^ 

Mrs. Cam. Nay, now, my dear friend, I 
thought you were a woman of fenfe. If my jeft 

Y Y ^ oa 
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on death fbou'd caufe one in earneft! {qfidc) 
Pray be coipfor ted, 

Mrs. Coc. {recovering) Comforted did you fay i 
How is that poffible, my dear Mrs. Camomile^ 
when I've heard you yourfelf remark that blacl^ 
don't become me, tho' if I was to drefs like 
Akneria, in the Mourning Bride ? 

Mrs. Cam. To confefs the truth* I was afraid 
to tell you ; but I before knew of this melan«f 
choly event: and there that fooliih boy, your 
nephew Frank, thro' his zealous refpeA for the 
memory of his uncle, has (contrary to all cufiom 
and decorum) already order'd the whole family 
to p\)t on the black clothes that were only 
t'other day laid by, when the mourning for your 
brother-in-law expired. 

Mrs. Coc. Madam, you*re very obliging. 

Mrs* Cam. I fee this lofs bears hard upon your 
mind, therefore it may not be proper fo foon 
troubling you with worldly affairs; but now, 
my dear, that you'll have no children of your 
own, indeed yon fliou'd think of fome eflaWifti- 
ment for your niece Behnda. 

Mrs. Coc. I ■!! firft eftablifh my hufband's ne^ 
phew, Frank, merely to fliew | prefer my dear 
man's relations to my own. 

Mrs. Cam^ This will anfwer the fame purpofe, 
as Frank marries Belinda, {aftde) Well, fliall 
I tell the lad your good intentions towards 
him? 

Mrs. Coc. You're very kind. III tell him 
myfelf; but I'll firft confult you, my good 
friend, on the thoughts I have had in my mind 
how to make him happv ; but, in my interview 
with the boy, I wou'dn't have any body elfe 
by. The hour of forrow's facred j it's a cruel 

worldji 
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world, and people luxurious and fenfual, gay 
;ind fortunate, have little feeling for the diu 
trefies of a difconfolate widow. 

Mrs. Cam. My dear creature, endeavour to 
keep up your fpirits. 

Mrs. Coc. Ah, friend! what fliould a poor 
woman do that has loft fo good a hulhand, but 
try to-^to^get a better ? (qfide) [Exeunt, 



SCENE IL 

CocKUETOp's Houfe. 

j^nter Frank elevated with wincj and Belinda in 

mourning. 

^ Frank. Ha, ha, ha ! this is the moft whimfical 
thought of your friend, Mrs. Camomile ! 

Bel. Isn't it charming ? 

Frank. Your aunt, andj indeed, the whole 
family, except Flounce and Napkin, who are in 
t}ie fecret, ad^uaily believe that my uncle's dead. 

Enter Nan, 

This is your natal day, the birth of beauty : FU 
give an entertainment, upon my foul ! Ha, ha ! 
Mrs. Flounce fays, ^* Oh, Sir! I can't run any 
bills with the tradespeople ;^' but, bills and 
credit ! — While we've money my uncle's curi« 
ofity guineas (hallfly. Ha, ha, ha! Illuminate 
the rooms brilliant, luflres, girandoles, and 
(chandeliers. 

Nan, 
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Nan. Yes, Sir, La ! now where's Joey to io 
all this ? Mr. John, light the clutters, jerry-doles 
and chanticleers, {calls off) 

Frank. Prepare the Saloon, Belinda^ we wiU 
have a ball. 

Nan. Air the Balloon, for matter's going to 
play at ball. 

Frank. And lay fupper ; then let Napkin fend 
for a pipe and tabor j a dance we muil have. — 
Tol, lol, lol ! 

Bel. But indeed now, this extravagance — 

Frank. An*t my kind aunt to give me my 
uncle's cafli ? Then, my Belinda, you and I go 
to church, and Hymen^ in his fafPron robe, 
Ihall lead us to the rofy bowV. — Can I refift ? 
you angel 1 {kiffes her hand) 

Bel For heaven's fake, Frank, a little decency 
before the fervants. How unfeeling muft they 
think you. 

Frank. Y\\ (hew you the feeling of fervants for 
fuch a matter. 

^nter John, Thomas, and two Maids in mournr 

ing. 

Hark'ye, Tom the Coachnaan, you know your 
matter's no more ? 

Tom. Ay, Sir, death has whipp'd his horfes tp 
their journey's end, to our great forrow. 

Frank. Poor Tom ! I'm told youVe fo griev'd, 
you've fivorn never to touch a drop of punch as 
long as you live. 

Tom. Me! I'll be damn'd if I ever fwore any 
fuch thing. 

Frank, Ha, ha, ha ! A jovial bout the fervants 

ftaU have — well celebrate your birth- day. 
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Bel. But Where's your friend the fteward ? 

Frank. Right! Holloa, Hearty! Oh^ crue^ 
I've fent my poor old fellow pacing over 
Weftminfter-bridge. — Fly, and every one bring 
in his hand, fomething towards the good cheer 
of the night. [Exeuni /ever ally . 



SCENE III. 

A Saloon illuminated. 

Enter Cockletop in a Storm-cap^ Roquelare, 6?f. 

Coc. All my doors open ! this blowy night ! 
reminds me of the Lifbon earthquake ; but my 
fiorm-cap has protefted me. — Odd my not find* 
ing Belinda at Southampton.— I wifh I had come 
into town over London bridge, that now, is a 
fort of young ruin — I love to pafs the Tabbard 
in South wark, from whence Chaucer's pilgrims 
went to the ihrine of Thomas-a-Becket — Then 
the monument's growing a pretty rumble-come* 
tumble, ha, ha, ba! But then over Weflmin* 
iler bridge, to fee Hearty mounted like a grea( 
equeflrian (latue! And my man Joey holding his 
bridle like the Emperor of Morocco's blacka- 
moor — I'm not forry Napkin left me ; nobody 
knows now I have been at my fweet Belinda's ; 
how glad my wife will be, when (he finds I'm 
come home,. and well, {throws back the Jiorm^ 
cap^ and looks about the room) Eh ! my dear has 
company, this do'nt fpeak much feeling for my 
fllnefs/ 

Enter 
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EntfT Tom with a cloib^ not perceiving Cockle to^i 

Tom. While Napkin is Uncorking the wincj 
I'll fete if I ican't fpread a table as well as a haai<f 
mer-cloth. {takes out a large table and begins ti 
lay it — wbiftles) I wonder who drives my old 
mafter now in t'other worlds does he go up or 
downhill? 

Cqc. Now, who has put Thomas my coach* 
man into mourning-^ As I left you a pied zebra, 
why find you a black bear {Jirikes him with bis 
cane) 

Tom. Gee up f (Jitddenly turnings furfrifed and 
terrified) {Exit. 

Coc. What^s this about ? 

Enter "^AK with fallady which jhe places on the 

table then picks a bit out) 

Nan. I loves beet-root, (puts it to her mouth) 
Coc. Yes, and fo do L {Jhe looks at him frighten' a) 
Some of my farail/ muft be dead, that they're 
all fo fuddenly got dipp*di Tell me young wo- 
man, for whom are you iq mourning ? {Natt 
Jhakes her beady puts her apron to her eyes and 
Exit.) 

Ihav'nt miftook my houfe, fure I believe I'm aC 
next door. 

jBn/^r Napkin, FtouNCE, and two maidjer^anis 

in mournings 
# 
Nap. Ha, ha, ha ! Flounce, if you had feen 
how capitally doleful I played my part. 

Flounce. 
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bounce. None of your dolefuls not^« Mafter 
b^vay, Miftrefs fafe at Mrs^ Gamomtle's ; the 
houfe to ourfelves, and the young pair^ fince Mr. 
Frank will treat us to a little hop^ 

Nap* Ay, Flounce, for mufic you know F m 
no bad fcraper. - ^ 

Flounce. No, Napkin. Nothing gives ^irit to 
a dance as a pipe and tabor, fo fend out and fee 
if one can't be hired. 

Enter ttvo Mdlds^ and Fooitnan with a vioUnl 

Nap. My fiddle, John, thanky. {takes it) Now 
liften, Flounce, for bur country dance, only 
mind the violin ; why, Pll lilt up Jackey Bulf^ 
Ijprightly enough to move the aead^ ay, even 
to make our old mafter caper about. Qfapkin 

Coc. " Here, Jacky's returned from Dover/' 
{joins in the danee^ thenfeites Nupkin^, the reft tun 
offjhrieking) So, my good friend, 1 bring you into 
the country, you leave me fick^ fneak away, and 
here I find you like Nero at Rome, rafping your 
cremona. Explain, what brings you all in blacky 
if any body's deceafed, why do you celebrate 
the funeral rites with feafting and fiddling, and 
if nobody's dead, why change my dove-houfe 
into a rookery ? {Napkin puts bis handkerchief ta 
his eyes) Oh then there is fomebody«^who is it— 
Eh! who? tell me^— Vexation 1 an'tltoknow? 
— S'blobd ! are people to die in my houfe, and 
I the mafter, and not be told. 

Nap: What, or who fhall I fay ? {(^fide) 
Coc. What am I to think of all thii^? 

VOL. I. TO, Nafi 
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Naf^ Wky^ Sk^ from feeing us all in Uack- 
you Ve to*— tkink<»^tbat< 

Coc. What? 

Nap. That we're in nouming.^ 

Co€. But fcH* vhoiB ? It can't be my friend 
Mrs. Camomile — My nephew Frank ?-i«^Oh Lord f 
if it fliould be Mtfii Belinda-^No, sck; they 
woiDdn't fiddle and d^nce lor them.— It mi>ft be 
for fomebody, for whom ceremony deaaands the 
outward (hews of forrow; but no]>od7 ^^^ 
wh^tker they liy*d or diei-^Now, tlMcre w one 
beloved perfon — that I don't care a farthing for. 
{a/lie) Yet I left her fo well— I fee they Ve afifaid 
tp (hock me— Napkin, is it — is it.-^Napkin 
jbak^s his beacf) It is my— my — ^wi— wi — ^wife ! 
[^ExH Napkinjhwly) Tis fo ' His filence is a funeol 
eratioil—- (%9 my dear wife !*— 

Enter Joey, Jhiveringas ifald^ 

y<>0f^. 0\ oh ! It be a bitter fttarp night, my 
Kaads af e ftone. 

Cac. Are you petrified ? I wiQi you were, I'd 
put yau on a bracket in my mufeum. 

Joey. But, $r, here we come heme, find afl 
o«ir farvants in mournings and when I a&sr for 
whooi^ tbey iliakes their heads, and walk away. 

Cqc. Joey, ysfor^-your — mi{|ref&. 

yo^ My hdy dead ! Lawk bow fudden • — ^I 
believe now I o»ght to cry. {qfidCy lifts up the 
J^t%fhis coaty andwaithes CocMetcp^*) 

Co^. Tbe gentle friend^ and con^pnnofi of my 
youth, (weeps) 

Joey. Tcs, Iflbou'dcry. {dJidt)Okl 

Coc. The beft of wives. {Jbrrwful)^ 

7^- 
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Enter Cockletop* 

Coc^ Belinda here ifi the houfe ! — Iv*c told 
Hearty to inform her of nny intentions to marry 
her^ and Til compliment my deceafed wife with a 
Cedar Coffin, — Now muft I promote her dreffing 
room to the honor of being the Treafury of my 
Antiques, I mfh Hearty wouM come to help me 
to remove my precious— Eh I they are renaoved* 
{Seeing Jbem) 

Nan* How Mafter^s mind when he was ainre 
did run upon thefe ihabby Gimcracks. — Oh ! he 
cou'd not have prized it fo much for nothing.-^- 
JHo^ nOj, he had fomediing good.— Your odd old 
people are fond of hiding money in holes and 
comers; lud I ifhcrt isn^t-^^rattling a /mall hx) 
Ay, don't you look down fo (harp at m^ for t will 
liave a peep thou I get a dead man^s ^pinch» 
(As Jbe^s opening the box Cockletop pinches her ear j 
Jbe turns i fees Cockletofyfirieks and runs off) 

Coc. A moft facriligious petticoat thief ! 

[Exit after ber^ 



wtm 



SCENE IV ; md lafi. 

pother Apartment^ s Table covired wtb aGrefit 

Cloth. 

Enter Joey, with a Candky (terrified) 

Joey^ Tve left the paribn in the room — {flUrts 

frightened) who*s here ? — But he infifts it be auld 

mafter that's dead^^ the good gentleman that juft 

iiow with me for madam's death cried fo fine^ 

aU 
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all alive and n^cr^j but this ftup^d ininiiiel' Won't 
believe it; ro, T he meets "her' aerOna her 
fpifit's ftifi dirturb'd ibout Her rtimplffie^' jt^, 
flie'll claw him for certain. I know noo^ni'iH^re 
mafter^s got, and the farvants feem a^I i'utf ,to* 
iiide— can't find Nan, I woifc^ we w^ 
fafc again in the countfy.---WelL IVe'fiV^^^ 
drop of icordiaL— Who's you? Heaxneh ft^tbn^ 
us ! Oh, (he is come zgiin I I Bare no, 'HHik 



now but iny bottle and tnis table. {Puis otit ihf 
light, gets behind, and thenicndet thet^l^*)'^^'^^.. 

Enter Mrs. Cockletop. ^ 









ilirj* C^^ Frank ! this is the roomi tldefirdd 
Mrs. Camomile to bid hioi meet me ip^ and here 
he comes — this way Frank, {calling off in a low 
voice) Vtsx glad there's no light thQ*,' tp difcover 
my biufhes^ at the open declaration t mufi; ikake 
him. ^ 

* . v- 

Enter Cockletop. 

Coc. As dark as an Egyptian Catacomb---Be- 
linda venturing to town muft be on the ri^ift 
of her aunts death, and if Hearty ha^ told her 
I'll (peak to ter, here— . ^^^'' 

Mrs. Coc. Are you there? {in an under toni) 
C$€. Ifes, 'tis flie, I wi(h we had a light, where 
are you? {in a low voice) 'i T 

Mrs.X>^c. Eh ! When I bury Mr, Cocklko^r- 
Coc. Bury me! (^^^) No my'deair'lt'sfDV yo& 
Fm CO make a mummy of Mrs. CockFetop-^-U-- 
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» ■> 



<\u 



or; THfe MERRY MOURNERS: 361' 



"s. Ciic. Make miiihriiy df me ! — is it Frank ? 
r. No, ihy love, I'm ydtir own Cofey 



4 

JMSrs. 

Coc. 
Cockletop. 

Mrs. Cdc. Aiigeis and miniftcrs ! it's the ghoft 
of my hufband come to upbraid jme.— Oh, much 
wrong'd fpouFe ! 

C9C. Spoiife ! it's the {pirit of xhy wiiFe — Oh, 
Lord !— K)h, great — ^ibjiiired goblin ! {they fall m 
their knees opfojite^des) 

Jbey. {From under the table) Herd's the parfon 
flhving to lay my mifirefs^ but fhe*ll furely tear 
his head pfF.-— Eh 1 why ! it*^ my poor dear 
rnafter! Help! Murder ! 

Enter Mrs. CAMokiLfe, BELiNDA, FkANK, and 

Hearty. 

Mrs. Cam. Eh ! what's tht matter here ? 
Joey. My Ladjr's ghoft tearing auld Matter to 
pieces, {rijing haftilyy overfels tte table and runs 

Mrs Coc. Mr. Cockletop alive J 

Coc. My wife not dead ! 

Frank. Uncle, you promifed that when proved 
to be deceived in antiquities, Belinda fhould be 
mine, (fpeaks in his feigned voice) Now, Zur, 
beiides the fifty pounds, give her to poor Taun-« 
ton Dean. 

Coc. Was't you ?— Take her. — I was a ^ wife 
man, till my brain got love coddled ; fo, my 
dear, let's forgive Frank and Belinda, and for* 
get our own follies. 

Hearty. Ay, Sif, and transfer our paiHon 
for ancient virtu, to the encouragement of mo- 
dern genius.— Had not Rome and Athens che-. 
riih'd the arts of their times, they'd have lett no 
antiquities now for us to admire. 

VOL. !• 3 A JSeL 
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Beh Why rake £br Gens the aflt^ of the 

dead> 
And fee the living Artift pin^for brea^. 
Frank. Give^ 

While you live ; 
Heirs who find cafh in comers, 
Will at your funeral make right Mer« 
ry Mourners. 
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To Htr Moft Excellent Makfty the ^UEEN, 



f 



AS a fmall tribute of congratulation 
on the patriotic ardour difplayed by her 
Majefty's Illuftrious Son, His Royael 
Highnefs Frederick Duke of York, the 
early and brilliant example he has fct 
to the Britifla Troops of Military fkill> 
bravery and Humanity, evincing that 
he will prove the Defender of his 
Country ; 

This Opera is with all poflible humility 
laid at her feet, by her Majefty's faithful 
fervant, and 

Dutiful Subject, 

The AUTHOR. 
Brompton, , 

April the 6th 1793, 
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AC T L 

» 

S C.E N E I. 
A Chamber at an Inn. 

Enter Captain Cruizer, and NiPf ERKife. 

Captain.- 

XjflAVE my iafapt in a bafket at a gentleman's 
IJoor, yoD viUain ! when I ordered that your 
wife ihouM bring it up with care and tender^ 
nefs. 

Nip. Why, Sir, when my wife faid it was my 
infant^ and wouldn't take charge of it what was 
a poor honeft peace-loving hufband to do i 

Capt. Well ; come, your intelligence ? 

Nip. The babe was taken in, and chriften'd 
Tommy Jones-^-^he gentleman of the houfe iur 
tended to do well by it ; but being given to play^ 
died infolvent; his family went to ruin, ^nd 

poor 
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poor Tommy to the parifh — the lazy overfeerl 
farm^4 ^^^ workhoufe to the village butcher, 
who, to feed his calves, ftatved the children ; 
here, like a young negro, he got hard Work, 
many blows, and no learn^g. . 

Capt. And from thts mifery^ a charitatile 
tradefman took him "prentice. 

Nip. Yes, Sir ; ferved out his time with ho- 
nor ; but his fpirit too noble for a mechanic, he 
lifted, and is this moment a gentTeman common 
foldier in the foot-guards. 

Capt. But how to find him out — ? 

Nip. In my fearch I got acquainted with two 
honell foldier lads-— Ned Lenox and Jack Sin- 
clair, and they're to bring me among the reft^— 
the ferjeant-major Taftic, that has got the pret- 
ty daughter, may know. — I'll run a hum upon 
him. (ajide) 

Capt. Nipperkin, you were my fervant twen- 
ty years back ; but fince that, you've been fuch 
a variety of rafcal, there's no trufting you now. 

Nip. I want no trull — give me a ready gui- 
nea. 

Capt. To get drunk and negleft this bufinefs ! 
—no, difcovermy poor loft (on, and you ftiall 
have a hundred, to fettle you in a farmj iirrah^ 
*— John! (calls) 

Enter a Serl^ant ivHh cani^ hat andjword. 

1 muft get off to Greenwich, ready to receive th6 
Duke« {going) 

Nip. But, Sir, I intend this dvening vifiting 
my old father at Chelfea— A little comfort foir 
the honeft fouL — {holds out his hand) 

Capt. Chelfea, oh, your father's i ptn&ohtt I 

well. 
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^BH, .lher|2^..(^;>^^^^^ Bi;il: qfc eVerjF etodea-r 

Vbur tq fm^ the bpy, namdi [Exit^ 

^ JVif-^ You ihall fettle on itie one hundred a 
Jiearoir nnd the boy ydttrfelfi l^uckyi that ftill 
keeping an eye to thie lad'5 progrefs through 
lift^ I've this pull tipon my old mafter — Till he 
bids more Til riot bring father and foh together 
•-^ndw got Joofe. from my wife^ Fll make a good 
^fe df my. time---^finee I'm qome to London, Til 
dri^k libs i ibul> and divert niyfelf with the 
giris :— -if ridt^ I'd l)e a man in a tAOufand t 






A \R,^—Nipferkin. 



S^iew mfe a Lawyer refuiingf a g^od fee^ 
Or pidas^DSiti nSf thiiifeing of a Bifhop^a {it^ 
*A Dodlor wko Mron't fqaee^e iiek Lsfdies by the hstnd^ 
'Fotticary ■wkom his fcrawl can well underftand, 
liancing-mafter objei^ to dancing off with Mifsj 
fi Methodift Preacher not in a corner kifs. 
Youiig Enfign not proud of his flafhy large cockade^ 
Oi- traeBritiih Ta^^ who of Dutchnian is afndd-'<- 
j'^rii^finettt $k^orj(3vhQ never fold his yote> 
P^riiaiQenC Oi^tBT, who will not turn his coat> * 

And that is a ntan of a thoufand* 

If. 

iBhew me 4 Right, Honorable keying to his worj^ 
Dr a poor poet patronLz'd by a Lord, . 
An impudent Sharper cloathed all in rags> 
Or modeft Genius counting o'er his money-bag^^ 
A Cl^urdi-wardcn who fcor^s to fcaft upon the. poor. 
Fat Atderman wTib tannot calipafh endure, 
A Grobm too honeft to rob horfes of their corn, 
"Wife CuckoW mw> bluflies to Wear a gilded hoi^j - ^ 

Sportfman mind galloping over whea( or D^dbble^ . 'X 

^JT^^rctary of Stit^^^ki m>th^fof,ly^ trml^t^ 
, ,. Andthat itaa^L^nifta/* 




, i 
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SCENE IL 
The Green Park^ 

Enter Sinclair* 

Sin. Pleafant enough, on our march from 
Windfor, Lenox flipping a note into my hand, 
the inftant I gave him one ; \mt wiiat fays his. 
{reads) ^' Dear Sinclair, as foon as off guard, 
** walk into the park, I want to fpeak with you 
• •* on particular bufinefs,"— Ahnoft the very 
words of mine to him ; he's my friend; Til alk 
his advice before I determine to marly Marry. 
Determine ! oh, my heart ! 

AIR. — Sinclair^ 

When night, and left upon my guatrd. 

Nor whifpVing breeze, nor leaf is heardj 

And flars between clofe branches peep^ 

And birds are^huih'd in downy fleep. 

My foul to fofteft thoughts refign'd> 

And lovely Mary, fills my mind. 

At every noife, for bluff " Who's there T* 

I gentler figh, " is't thou, my fair? 

•irhy dying f6ldier hafte and fee. 

Oh come, fweet Mary, come to me.'* 

As on my poH!> thro* blaze of day. 
The wretched, happy, fad and gay 
In guick fucceflion move along, 
I fee, nor hear the paffing tnrong ; 
•My foul fo wrapt in Mary's charms, 
1 hug my muiket in my arms. 
' So, all of paffion, joy and grief. 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry thy foldier, hafte and fee. 
Oh come, fweet Mary, come to me! 



9* 
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Enter Lenox. 

Lett, {reading a note) ** IVe a great deal to fajr 
to you'* — and IVe a great deal to fay to him — 
Oh ! he's here— Well, Sinclair, what's this affair ? 

Sin. Nay, what's your's with me. 

Len. Come, you tell firft. 

Sin. No, np % you, let's hear. 

Len* Not a word from me till you 

Sin. I'm dctermin'd that you Ihall — ^come FU 
cot fpeak-.— * 

Len. Now I beg you'll—— 

Both. Then yoil muft know, ha, ha, ha ! 

Len. Why, we're like people in the ftreet 
giving each other the way ; but here I (top, and 
pow you pafs on. ^ 

Sin. Then, Ned, ^* of all the girls in our town,' 
to me there's none like Mary Taftic. 

Len* Why, \ think flie's a moft charming 
pretty foul. * 

Sin. Ay, and I love her. 

Len^ I know / love her. 

Sin. Ob, you mu£t miftake \ it's I that adore 
her. 

Len. Upon my word you're wrong j for I'm 
the man that wou'd die for her. 

^y/zr. That's as much as to fay you'd fight for 
her* 

Len. Any man but you. 

Sin. Why, Lenox, 1 fhou'dn't like to fight 
you. 

Len. But any other, I didn't mind how great, 
AyCf even the corporal. 
Sin. Any fellow that dar'd to think of Mary. 

l^n% Po you call me fellow, Jack ? 

35a Sm. 
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Sin. Yes, you're a good fellow* 

Lm. Was it to tell me that you loved Mary 
Taftic, that you delired me to meet you ? 
. ^itt. Was your opiy hufiaefe but to le^ IPQ 
know you lov'd hey ? 

$Qtb. It was. 

DUET. -^Sinclair and X^engs;* 

t^. I like each girl that I come hear, 
Tho* nQne I love bi|t Mary ; 
Oh » fh^V my darling, only dear 

Bewitching little Fairy. 
I aik a l^ifsj and ihe looks doiyn^ 

Her cheeks are fpread with blafhet^ 
By jove, fays I, I'll take the town. 
Me baifl^ ihe gently puflies-??— 

i Hke each gtri, ^; 

'$i%* When off 'twas Mown, and 'twas my |)lace 
To fly for Mary's bonnet. 
So charming look'd her lovely face. 

There I ^ood gazing on it. 
Drefs'd all in white (he tripp'd frctai hpme^ 
And fet my blood a thrilling, • 
O, zounds ! fays I, the French are cpme« 
Sweet Mary look'd fo Icilling. 

I like each girlj ^ . 

Len. When tp our Colonel at review 
A Dptchefs cried, fo airy ! 
** How dpes ypur Royal Highnefs do?'^. 
Says I, " I thank you;^ Mary.'* ' 

Sin. To quick time, marching toother day^ 
Our fifes play'd Andrew Carv, 
Tp every girl I gave the way. 
In cpihpliment to Mary, * 

I like each girl, &c^ 

Sin. Tve a greater regard for you than for aU 
tJjp mpn in our regiment put tog^thpf • 
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tffif I always thougbt you my friend, aiicl 
I'm certain Vm yours— Let us leave ft tQ 
Gary's own choice* 

Sin. Why, true ; it's a pity to teizc ^ young 
woman that can never love one. 

Len. And it^s foolifh and ilUnatured to ftand 
in the way. of another man's happinefs, when we 
can't forward our own by it. 

Sif^f Here (he comes ; Iet'$ afk her in down-, 
right Englifti, 

Jafn* Done. ^T^eyrctirei 

Enter Mart. 
hlK.—Mary^ 

Oh, come away, 
Come> my foldier benny f 

I am fmart and gay, 
^ut for handfome Johnny^ 

Eniign pretty doll, 
Crimfon faih fp wrapt in; 

Minces, ** charming Poll, 
f * Can you love a Captain ^* 

Oh, come away, &c< 

To his fine marque, 
'^t the camp, laft fummer» 

He fent for me to tea^ 
py the little drumme^, 

Ohj con^e away, &c* 

As I croft, parade. 
Officers iland blinking ; 

Under each cockade, 
gly, an eyQ cocks winking. 

Oh, come away, kc^ 

Johnny fteps in time, 
gweetly plays the hautboy ; 

Hearts all merry chime, 
|^fir<;h| and beat the foe, toy. 

Oh, come away, &c. 

Oh, 
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Oh, Sinclair, did you fee my father ?— Is that 
Lenox i 

Len. {apart to Sinclair) Aflc her, 

Sin^ No, do you ? [apart) 

Len. Mary, you know very well, that I think 
you a mod charming girL 

Mary. Well, that's no fault of mine: 

Len. No, its no fault — for to be fure you can't 
help being the fweetefl" foul— you're fure Mary, 
J love you ; but here's Jack Sinclair fays he does. 

Mary. Oh yes ; he told roe fo. 

Len. Well ; but didn't I tell you I lov'd you ? 

Mary. Well, and if you do, you can't help 
that, you know, 

Len. We don't want to quarrel/ becau fe that 
woudn't be frienflly. 

Sin. No } twoudn't be like brother foldiers ; 
fo yourfelf confefs which of us you love. 

Len. Ay, do, Mary, your word (hall decide it, 

Mary. Which of you I love ! Upon my ho- 
nour that's very vain of you both — a pretty 
decent fort of a confeiOon too for a girl to make ; 
but certainly was I to marry, I mqu chufe only 
one, 

Len. Ah, but, Mary, wou'd you chiifeoneof u$? 

Mary. Indeed I wou'd. 

Len, Sweet girl, b.ut which? 

Sin- Ay, which, Mary ? 

Mary. Well, I will own it, if youil both pro* 
mife not go fight fword anc^ piftol up in Hydo 
Park, as the officers do. 

Sin. If you chufe Ned Lenox, may I be 
whip'd if I wifh him the leaft ill-wilL 

Len.^ .And, my lovely Mary, if you prefer 
Jack Sinclair to me, if I ever bear him a grudge 
for it, may I be cjrum'd out of the regiment. 



Marj. Heigho I it's a fevere tafk| but-~ 

AIR.— Jlljry. 

When in a garden fwcet I walk^ 

The channing floiyers admiring^ 
Each nods upon its tender ftalk, ^ 

And feems my touch defiring^ 
Tho' all of beauties are poiref$'d^ 

Too much to be reje^ed. 
Yet only one, for Mary^s breaft. 

By fancy is felefted. 

Full confcious of thy faith and truth, {to Lenox) 

No wrong to thee intended, 
Ah ! ihould I chufe fome other youth, 

^ (gi'vingher bandto ^inclait) 

Be not fond youth, o^ended. (to Lenox) 

The ftarting tear, the heavinfi; figh^ 

True figns, not difregarded ; 
But, by a maid more fair than I» 

Oh, be thy love rewardisd. 

Len: {cordially Jhakes bands with Sinclair) My 
dear fellow, I give you joy. {turns and %vip^ 
Us eyes) 

Sin. Was it any thing elfc but Nfary, I cou'd 
^ poor Lenox ! 

Enter Nippje r kin, Jinging. 

Nip. Ah, boys! Jack Sinclair, Ned Lenox, 
come from duty at Windfor ? — Rare changes 
lince you were laft on the parade ! 

{Drum without. ) 

Len* TheroU-cal^ (looking out) 

taio. 



* 
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TRIO.— Le«w, Smlairt and Mdr^i 

t 

ten. Tap beats the dul) iipoh mjr^chin^ heart. 

Sin. Sad ftrikes the found that bids me hence depart $ 

iem. Ah! Can I frwiiydttrtayf ' 

Sim. One kifs and then awajri -, , 

lUivy. Go to your duty» go* ^ 

[E^eUfii Sinciair and Lenoil 

Maryk Is that to fiMfter the tmn> Felr>K£at^ 
Nip. For what ! Why, to draught out a de- 
tachmetit for Hollabd. 
Mdry^ Aiid do SiiiGlair and Lehot go I 
Nip' To be fare, if fo their Idt be. , 
Marjk Oh heavens i « \^ExU baftSy. 

Enttir Strjeant Majdr TktTia 

s Tac. (calling eff) Mary ! Ay, ofir to the parade I 
I fee my daughter will have A foldier-^yoUj Sir^ 
ruo after that girh 

Nip. Titi a married man j and mus'iit inrX afttf 
the girls* 

Ttf^. Whaty theii ydii're married ?_ 

Nip. Yes, Sir, and fois my wife, a poot wd- 
tnan. Sir-— I'm liot worth quitd a plumb, itiigh6 
have made my fortune by marriage^ I have had 
toy opportuniti^ a^mong the dear Creatures. I'll 
fee if his majorfhip Won't ftaQd 7i ^lals of &out 
punch {dftde.) Sir, J w^nt to go abroad; 

Titr.'Why? 

Nip. Becaufe, I don'd \{rant to fiiy at h6me«i«fc 
I've left my wife there^ 

Tac. Where? ^ . , ' ; 

Nip. Why death atid bunds! ait t)orking id 
Surry, 

^ae. What do you fwear fo, yoo rafcalS * . 
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i^tpi To fficwyou Pm fit for a foldier. 

Tac. But what are yoii now ? 

Nip. Nothings tBo*^ I was erery thing— an 
Audion-porter, Watc^min, Town^crier, Mof^- 
tnourh-ftrect Kuck-<im4n, Playhoufe Conftabk, 
Dog-ftealer — High and low Life, Sir, from 
Guard of a Stage-coach, to Waiter in a Cyder- 
cellar, — my days have been a round of ^ paft ten 
o'clock**^ «^jxift a going'^-^'*^ riohody bid more'* 
'' oh yes/' '* this is to give notice"-^' pray walk 
in*'— haiidfome fliit of clothes, fit you nicety''— 
** take care of your pocket«''-^(w)&j/f/^/) ** here, 
boy !— poor fellow ! Ponto, Pottto"--**yourpiuit, 
iSir-^chanipaign, cack'agay V^ 

\Jmitates Mowthg a bprn.l 

Tac. So then, friend, you've conie oiQF from 
your wife to turn foldier ? 

Nip. VJhy^ Sir, fhe vcx'd me into fuch a 
paifion, that I muft beat fomebody ; fo I thought 
it more honourable to flog tjbe enemies of my 
country, thaa the wife of my bofom. 

Tac. But ho;w did the vex you ? 

Nip* Sir, i love a drop of ale— 'toother day^ 
we had a mug — (he puts it to her head ; " my 
dear," fays 1, " flop, the devil is painted at th^, 
bottom, and 'twill frighten you if you look onni' 
—fays (he " I defy the devil and all his works,** 
and up flie puts it— *^ hold, iny love," fays I, 
" you're a bit of a democrat, and it's his Ma-, 
jefty that's painted at the bottom"^ — ^** no," fays 
flie, " I'm a loyal fubjefl:, and I long to fee the 
King's jolly face"— So again up went the jug, and 
the devil a drop Ihe left in it for me., 

Tac. Ha, ha, ha! what'is your natne. 

^/^. Nipperkin. — Mr. Nipperkin, Sin 

VOL. I. 3 «s Tac, 
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^ac. Then Mr. Nipperkia we'll fee if we can't 
make a foldier of you. 

Nip. Ob, Sir, that's as eafy as making an at- 
torney a rogue, or make this a ftrong arm, when 
its already at hand — make a foldier ! hem ! Sir, 
you do the exercife capital I fuppofe, he^ he, he ! 
fiiew us a bit'^wheel ! to the right ! ftop^ Sir, 
till I chalk your arm. 

Tac. Why do you think I don't know my 
right from my left ? 

Nip^ Do you ? ( gravtly) huzza ! the feijeant 
major, knows his right band from his left-* 
(capers^ bailees and waves his bat.) 

Tac. Why, you dog> are you Humming me ? 

Nip. Yes, Sir. 

HJJET.^ramc and Nipperkin. 

Toe, March 1 before great JufUce Laro. 
Nip. Death and ounds ! am I arrefted ? 

Tac. Sblcfbd ! don^t fear, my little hero, 

•Tis only to be attefled. , 

Nip. Oh t what then I mull take &n oath ? 
Here goes; I fwear by Jingo, 
I'll not turn foldier, till we both 
Together tipple (lingo. 
Tat. With all my heart. 

We'll take a quart. 
Nip. Or bowl of punch. 
Both. That's better. 

Nip. Butfirftaflice 

Of ham fo nice. 
For I approve a whetter. 
Boib. For I approve a whetter. 

Tac. Vou have but to fail o'er to Holland d'ye fee. 
Arid the French kick back to their nation ; 
, Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, yott&ndmdf 
Will fit down to a jolly^fication J 
Nip. I'm tir'd of kifling old Judy, my wife, 
I muft have a pair of new lips. 
So, when I'm in Holland, Uj5on my lifc^ 
I'll be at their fine j3uteh tulips* 

9$A; 
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totL Then we have burtofail, o'er to Holland d'ye fee. 
And the French kick back to their nation ; 
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me. 
Will fit down to a jolly-iication. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IIL . 

Tie Parade in St. Jameses Park. 
Enter Mart. 

Mary. No, J can't fee any one to give me a 
true account how they go on. 

^nter \a^^o%^ {much agitated.) 

Oh, well, Leno3?:, and how,? ay, tell us. 

Len. My unlucky fate 1 curfed chance. 

Mary. Oh ! then you are pne of them that's 
drafted to go abroad in all thefe dangers. 

Len. And, Mary, do yqu think its that, that 
could have vex'd me fo ? I fee what a mean opi- 
nion you have of me— I now don*t wonder at 
your preferring Jack Sinclair to me — you think 
I'm a cowardly poltroon. 

Mary. No, indeed, Lenox : I know you've a 
very good fpirit — 1 didn't mean to difparage you ; 
but I tremble to think of the dreadfi^l (laughter 
|hofe poor fellows may be expofed to. 

Len. Dreadful ! Isn't it glory ? 

3 c 2 AIR. 
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AIR.— £«»*. 

Afpirjng thoughts my brcaft expand. 

Ah ! why to me is given a foul. 
Proudly impatient of command. 

Yet doom'd by fate to bpar controul | 
Oft at the haughty ferjcarit's will, 

A poor recruit at cjulliog morn, 
I've flood for hours the tedious drill. 

Sad obje£t of his blows and fcorn^ 

II. 

Nor funk my youthful fpirits then. 

Tho' fierce he poiz'd the dread rattan, 
I thus, when taught to conquer jnen, ' 

Supprefs'd the feelings of a man ; * 
And now the har veil's warring pdde« 

When Englith triumph. Frenchmen yield, 
A iifelefs tool I'm thrown afide, 

Whilft others rea|> the glorious ieM. 

£;/(^r Sinclair. 

Sin. 0\\> piy ?.olly! we mud part. 

Mary. How ! ' 

Sin* The Jot is c^ft, and Fm caird away — I 
muft leave you. 

Mary. At)d can you ? Oh my loy^ ! 

Len. What then,, you go ? you have the up- 
per hand of me in every thing. I muft fneak 
about here ip the park, like a watchman — my 
inarches from Story^s gate to the ftabJe yard, and 
all my war's with the old women to takeoff their 
pattens ; whilft you, led on by your Prince^ — I 
fliall go diftracled ! 

Sin. You've little caufe to envy me— refleft, I 
leave Mary, 1 leave her with you too— my rival 

•—with 
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•-•with 7013, that love, that deierv^ her fo p^k 
bcfeter tW myfdf. 

EnUr NippERKiK and Tactic. 

Tac. Not 'Jilt: you rafcal { ^ter fwallowixig a 
I)Owl of punch ? 

Nip. My dear Sir, don't be ia a paflion— 4 
have my reafi^ns for both. 

Tj^. Your reafons, you rafcal— — 

Nip* Death and ounds. Sir, don't fwear — but 
cny reafon that I wou'dn't turn foldier^ is becauf(^ 
I hate fighting ; and I drank up the punch becauie 
I love drinking^ that ibews that I'm both a fafp 
and a good companion. 

Tac. You're an arch rafcaU and I dpn't knpw 
what to make of you ? 

. Nip. Then I'll tell you what you'd bcft dq, 
Sir. 

<Tac. What! 

Nip. Give vat another bowl, Sir^ and let m^ 
alone. 

Tac. -Come, Sinclair, quick— you've but little 
time to prepare your knapiack. 

Mary, {with emotion) Dear father maft he 
go? 

Tac. To be fure. 

Nip. Oh, certainly : he muft go and proteft 
us all. Egad, Vm like a minifter of ftate ; whilft 
I fit at peace at home over my bottle, I fend 
other men out to fight that 1 may enjoy it in com- 
fort. 

^ac. Mary, Sinclair and Lenox are honeft 
lads — I know they both love you ; but as the 
mifery or happinefs of marriage will chiefly aflFeft 
you, I leave the chhice of a huiband entirely to 

yourfelf. 
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yourfelf, my girU If Lenox is the man, love 
fkvouVs him ; but if Sinclair, what he lofes in 
love, he muft make up in honor — give him a 
kifs, and a few of my beft ruffled fhirts ; drop a 
tear, and that affair's fettled. 

Sin. Farewell {to Lenox) adieu ! (to Mary.) 
Mary. Oh ! my heart will break ! deareft fa« 
ther, can't you get him oflF ? 
Tac. Child, 1 wiih him too well even to attempt 

it. 

Len. Jack, don't think me a worthlefs fellow, 
tho* I am Ihov'd afidc, and you chofen for the 
poll: of honor — 'tis only blind fortune has done 
it J for had flie fix'd on me,— — 

Sin. My love, befides your conftancy, I rely 
on the generofity of Lenox-, in my abfence, 
don't avoid him 5 it will be my only comfort to 
refleft, that I have in England a faithful fweet- 
hearf, and a true friend. 

Nip' Hem •, (Jings) '* My Poll and my Part- 
ner Joe.'* (looks archly and Jigntficarttly at Lenox 
and Mary.) 

Mary. I don*t know who you arc 5 but you 
are a very impudent fellow. 

Nip. Vont know who L am and yet know 
Vm a .very impudent fellow. [Drum without. 

Rub-a-dub, boys, hey, for Holland ! 

DUET. — Sinclair and Mary. 

Mary. Dear youth, keep this for Mary's fake ; 
Sin, Sweet maid this poor remembrance take ; 

When rivals tender things fliall fay, 

{Tllfey exchange Tokens) 
Gh, look on that and turn away! 
Maty. Should rivals win thy 'witching fmile, 
. Think what thy Mary feels the while* 
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Sin. When bullets whiftle in the windt 

' My only fear. 

My only dear, 
Ii for my treafure left behind. 
Mofy* Midll warring fields may angels come, 
, And o'er thy head 

Their pinions fpread. 
Then bring my love in fafety home. 

Enter Officers^ Soldiers^ &c. as frefarei for the 
March — A Variety of other Char alters taking 
Leave. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Our Gracious George* and Charlotte's Sonj 
'Tis Hoyal Frederic leads us on. 

AIR. — Women. 

Britannia fell a (hower of piteous tears 
To fee, (alas !) an haplefs Monarch bleed; 

The Royal Widow^ mournful plaint fhe hears^ 
And bids her gen'rous fons revenge the cruel deed* 

CHORUS. 

To arms, (he cries, to fave, is now the word. 
And 'tis the hand of Mercy draws the fwcMrd. 

Our Gracious George, and Charlotte's Son, 
'Tis Royal Frederic leads us on« 



END OF THE FIRST ACT« 
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SCENE I. 

Night. — Tbe Park near Buckingham Houfcm 
Lenox dijiovered as dntinel. 

LewoX.. 

XLiVERY circumfiance turns out fo contrary td 
what might have made my friend Sinclair happy, 
and perhaps banifii fofr a time the ihoughts of 
Mary from my mind. S!nc€ I've no* ^ace in 
Mary's affedions, whafs in England worth a 
thought? — I burn, rm macf wftfi: rfefire to fol- 
low the Duke. To Be left ftuck up here 

like a lamp-poft, with an ufelefs mufket in my 
hand — Pve a mind to put it to ufe — (placing it to 
his head) — ^but my life's^ not my own. — For all 
Sinclair bid me fee Mary, what now muft he 
feel, on the refleftion that he's left her behind 
with me? — ^Tho' I fcorn to take advaiitage of 
his abfence— ril avoid the fight of her. 

AIR. 



.icr- 
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The Lamp of Pope by rays of Ligkt^ 

From thy dfeai: eyes was fed Mary J 
Sad hours are come^ and (Hades of night> 

And even hope is fled Mary. . 
The Sulk to all the world but me. 

Will give another dawn Mary ? 
My only light kind Idoks from thee; 

Fbr ever they're withdrawn Mary. 

I lov^d thee much and for thy fake, 

I ne'er will Ipve again Mary ; 
If ever yet a heal7t did break, ' i ■ ■. 

Thou'ftrcnt this heact in t'wain Mary* 
In wild delpair I'll fly to fame^ 

And death for thee defy^ Mary ; , 
When Pm nb more, thy true love's namejf 

May draw frozti theb a ligh Mary. 

Nip. Tol, lol, 161 !^Now, if I tan get bat 
thro' this Time Buckinghaiti Gi^— -~ 
' JL^n. Who goes there ? 

Nip. BT^ndy-^^JboIding up ihe ieg) 

ten. YoU'd better give all anfwfct; 

Nip. T6 whit ? 

Len. To hie. * 
. Nip. Your queftidn ? ' 

Lhn. I afk^d who wfent tficr^, 
^ Nip. Then you alk'd a very filiy ^ueftion^ 
"^hen yoii might fee it was a brave boy— -Huzza ! 
;— the town's our own ! 

Len. Damn your trifling ! Give, this iilftant, 
1 piTopfer atifwcr; 6v I'll fire, .{prefenting) 

Nip. {drops on his knees) Hold ! be quiet. , Is 
that your politenefs? Jiift under the very eye of 
• Vol. t. 3 ^ the 
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the Court ? Fire ! and wake the maids of honour 
— fweet creatures !— that may now be dreaming 
of the lords in waiting, and white rod« and gold 
ilick, and fuch other grand affairs^ 

Len. I'm in no jefting humour— Quick^ fpeak! 

Nip* S'blood ! are you deaf ? Tm fpeaking as 
quick as I can. Stop ! your firing will be petty 
treafon-— Her Majefty may be at this moment 
in a fweet dream, that one of her beloved fons^ 
her gallant Frederic, is returning crown'd with 
Laurels. ^ ^ 

Lett. And I no hand in placing them on h\$ 
brow I By heatws Til not fiay^rU follow the 
detachment, tho* they flioot me for 9 dkfei^tav 
Hold! this fellow may — ^why,it's Nigperklo^i 

Nip. Didn't I tell you it was a br^# boy } ^et 
you wouldn't believe me-*after gettii^ £^ <^9W 
drunk, to frighten me back into iqbnetyi^aiad 
lb IVe now all to do over s^aia» Why, yoji 
don't mind what trouble you, ^v^p a ppQf .9U^. 
{knocks ivitb bis knuckles againfi the keg) Are you 
within ? Very well— I'U be wj^ y«J9k: W^^^o*^ 
ihall be with mt. Jn d 

Ijsn. Where were you going ? , :iii > r 

N^. To the college. My father is auf^ellea 
peniioner; and about once a quarter, like a du«s 
tiful fon, I brings the honeft geqtleq^a^ %^rt|^C 
brandy and tobacco, and fuch othqr dl^^^^i ^o 
comfort his old foul. 

Len. You're right to be kind to yQur, fitthec 
—Give me your coat. 

N'tp. *^ Kind to my father r* — Give me your 
coat I'^^-^That's very odd talk s^ tbiyr timi^ d 
nights 
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Len. You take this — Quick! — {they change 
tloaths) 

Nip. I fancy I look better in the King's coat 
than the King wou'd look in mine. 

Len. Give me your hat. 

Nip, Sir, take your's oEF the block^ {pmting to 
Lenox's bead, and bowing) , 

Len. {gives him bis mujket) There 5 .Jiow ftand 
you in my place. 

Nip. Did ever I think I fhou'd have a place at 
Court ? — ** Who goes there ?" {prefents at Lenox) 
Sjpeak, or dam'n^e, Dl fire! Pm in no jefting 
bumour — talk ! or Tli blow your brains over the 
canal, thro' the Horfe-Guardsi crQfs th^ way to 
Whitehall, ipto the lottery-wheel). 

Len. Silence ! {afide) Jhp royal and affec* 
ionate parents fend a darling fon to f;^e the per 
rils of war, to afiert bis country's honour t Wi^at 
Soldier wouldn't follpw the ifiuftrtous esp^mple. 
-— Huih! i»of % vord. 

[E:i^t with caution. 

Nip. Viow that fellow^s gone ta pommit a 
robbery in my coat, and I fliall get hang'd 
for it : The gate'$ fluit, and I can*t get otit to 
give my poor father his drc^^-^Then I fl^uli give 
it to his poor fon. {tahs ^p ike keg and drinks) 
rU fmoke a pipe too. J^ts (in fbe kfg) Well, he 
didn't take my match, and my bottle of phoC» 
phorus. {takes 4. ^)><, Jlfis, lights^ Jits on the 
keg and /mokes) If my wife was here now, I 
ihou'dn't have alt this fport to myfelf. (ri/es, 
takes up the keg ^n^ drinks) A(|y fskur prodttces 
gocN^ tabl^ 4nakf 

. 3 D 2 AIR. 
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AIE. — Ni^erkin. 

A glafs h fQod, and a lafs is good, * 
And a pipe to fmoke in cold weather ; 

The world is good, and the people are goo3. 
And vrc'rc ^1 good fellows together. ' ' ' * 



^r 



)l!. 



4 bqtile it is a very good tl^g^y 
With a good deal of good wine in it ; 

A fong is goo4> when a. body can fing. 

And to finifh, we muft begin it, ' ^ • ^ 

•• • . » ■■•A' . • 

A table is goo4> when fpr^ad wifh gop5i «^ear>. > , 

And good company fitting round it ; 
When a good way off, we're not Very near, 
^ ^ And for ^rrow the devil confound «t. ' ^ 

A* glafs is^goodj Sd^ 

A friend is good," when you're out of good luck ' 
For ihat*s a good time to try him * v ■ '' ? 

For a Juilice good, the haunch of ai back. 
With fuch a goo^ pi^cf^fV^ yf!^ buy h^ • 

A fine old woman is good when IheV dead, 
* A rd^ne very good for good hanging, 

. , A fboLisgpod, by tlie46re!to belaid, ..x . t; 

; My good fone deferyes a good bangii^r. ,. 

* / ' ' ^ glafs IS good, & 

Bat ivs getting cool here, il frefco. riMlepin-* 
|6 my parlour, ^fakes up the kigy aful gees inU flTe 
centry-bopc^ ftis and falls ajleep) - ' ^ ' "^ 

EnUr Maky^ j 

Mary. A$ xny dea^ lover faid, there can't ht 
4beleaft dang^s* in paying Tome attention to poor 
Lenox whilft he's away. He tppk on fo at my 
refuiing him, and the lofs of his comrade, that 
I know he hasn't eat a morfel thi$ blqfled day. 
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He }i3^ 9 tender and an honeft hipart, and fare 
no harm for me to try if I can comfort him.— 
The Park's got fo ftill, he may cat and drink 
fome'at. as I'm fure he woTit come to me when 
he's reliev'd.^ — Lenox ! {goes towards the box^ caU 
ling foftly) Oh, nff heavens ! if he hasn't fallen 
afleep, and here's the corporal coming ! {looking 
down the walk) If he's caught fo —Lenox! — 
{calls) 

' ^^P* C/P^^^^^S ^^ ^'-^ A^/) Take care of your 
pockets. 

Mary. Get up. 

Nip. Pad four o'clock ! 
^ Mary, Sure he's been drinking to drive away 
his forrdws. Rife! Here's the guard ! 

Nip. Pray walk in. Sir — ^IVe a pretty coat will 
juft fit you. 

J?«/^ Corporal, and Guards. 

• . * ' ' 

Cor. Ehl Sleep on your poft! Holloa 1 
gentry ! here'll be rare flogging work s take his 
arms! drag him up ! 

Nip. Fine cloudy morning ! 

Cor. Ay ^ dam'me, it will* be a fine cloudy 
morniog with you, peeping through th© iron 
bars of the Savoy. 

Marys Dear Mr. Corporal— 

Cor. Is that Mifs Mary Tadic ? 

Mary* You know Lenox is a good foldler, 
acbd ftiould be cxcufed if he's a bit over taken, 
confider, taking leave of his comrades j you know 
he's fo well bclov'd, and fuch a temptation— then 
bis fpirits in fuchaftat:e, a very little liquor might 
have intoxicated-— 

Nip. 
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Nip. (a/Ieif)'^7h^t dogOdn wUI mak^ a jpaiif 
of pumps. 

Or. My Ikinl^You'lI fee Mphit the drummor 
will make of your dogikin^ 

Mary. Fray, doa't iAiprm t{ie comnundin^ 
•fficcr. 

Car. Why, Mifs Mary, you know W% aot in mjr 
power to fave him, if, a& yoAi kYxh^'$, brought ta 
court- martial for this. 

Mary. His Royal Highnefd is gck>d ati4 merci« 
ful ; — Vm fure he'd confider fo excellent a foldief 
as Lenox — Now do let the poor i^ihw come to 
his fenfes, and fay nothing of ir# 

C9r. But then I ftou'd hi ponifiied my* 
felf, Mifs-^-Muft give hira up^-r.take him to tho 
Savoy, 

Mary. Unhappy creature ! and yet I'm alhamed[ 
of Lenox. — However, Til make my father ufe 
all his incereit for his pardoiu Ho«r have I been 
deceived in him! and how fortunate that my 
heart .wasn't caught by his kind and obliging 
manners.^-^He Ipv'd me— ^he is Sinclair's frien<^ 
and therefore has a right to my afiiftanGe. 

Cor. Why, he wou*d ftand a better chance of 
mercy from his Royal Highne&* -rhis lentence here 
might be death. — I'll pretend not to khow but 
he's one of the drafts that has ftaid behind; 
and to coloiM- it, I'll neither fee nor talk to 
him; but at day- break, a guard fhall take. him 
to Greenwich time enough beFore the ^ men 
embark. 
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CATCH;— ^CoRPoaAX} NiPF£KiUN» and SgUiers. 

Canf. Tk^xt rattling bojrs* don't \t\ you^ p^is^eir go 

Idefire^ 
For fudling fouls, the SavOy — ho ! 
tfif* l*to Captain Ma2>-(^//) Aarejrott ib ^ 
tf«Jy^ Hark, y^, *%ire ! 

I'm Corporal Squibt ^ 

1. I'm Fifer Bob, 

2. Pm Drummer Dob, 

3. Pih Natty Jack, 

4. I'm Paddy What:k, 

5. Vvsk Darby Drill, 
\ / 6. I'm Roving Mil 

>. I'te Nimbk hRck, 

8, Pm a Good ftick, 

9* I'm Devil Dick.^ — iSdafids ! what's your name I 
Nif. Faft four o'clock !™(4//) We'll maii^ you ta^m ! 

S'blood and fire ! 
Corf, prink, fbldiers, drink, and bear no blame, 

[^Exeunt. 






SCENE IL 

Greenwich, 

Enter Ltitox ^;!f Nippirkin's Cloatbs, and Capt 

Cruizbr. 

^ft. No fuch thing friend. 

Lm. Po> detr> good^ worthy fir» let me go on 
board your tender^ 

CapL But for what? 

Len. To partake of the glorious expedition of 
my comrades* 
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Capt. Your comrades ! — Ay> what^ are you a 
ibldier ? 

Len. (confufed)-— Yes — fir — no— I am- 

Capt. If a foldierj and not one of the drafted 
men^ what brings you to Greenwich i an^ if yoiji 
belong to the detachment, why out of yourVegi-^ 
mentals, and not with your corps? 

Len* Sir, I am as yet, only in wifh a foldier— 
I faid " my comrades," bccaufe I'm acquainted 
with a number of the men; and I've conceived 
fuch a friendfhip for fome of the honed fellows, 
that I can't turn my head to any bufinefs, with the 
grief of being feparated from them— only let me 
go, and you'll fee how Til fight. 

Cap. But do you know the caule ? 

Len. Humanity. — To ftop the ravages of war 
abroad, fecure the bleflings of peace, commerce, 
plenty and happinefs at home to Old England, 
where a good King is the common parent — every 
man is captain Of his caftle, and the laws protci^ 
his property, wife and children. French nien'give 
Britons freedom! — But huzza! — we'll pluck 
Sprigs of Laurel from their Tree of Liberty* 



^ht goddefsof moaiitaiiis, blythe^ rof/ and free. 
As the airs that flew round heri had once a fair tree ; 
*Twas Liberty call'd, and a fav'rite of Jove, 
And fwect was the fruit to the bright <^ueen.of Love i 
In Albion 'twas planted, its branchesYpread wide/ 
Of her fons ind her daughters the glory and pride. 

Tranquil pleafures, ^ 

Softeil meafures> r ... 

Then led the dance« and gave B^Itdns to fing/ 

Loving, loyal; 

Good and royal. 
People happyj honoured their )dng> 

dm 
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Our fly gallic neighbours peepM into our grounds,. 
And fain would have fcal'd the white wall that furrounds* 
' They long'd for our tree, when it's beauties were 
known, 
ButmiiSng their aim, would Have one of their own ; 
For this, m poor France, a vile bramble takes root, 
Each leaf is a poniard, and bitur the fruit. 
Pityfleepingjl 
Angels weeping. 
Saw the favage triumph o'er men ; . ^ 

Juftice firing. 
All inQ)iring! 
Drive the tiger into his deii, 

Ca^L Well, my lad, I mud fay I admire your 
Spirit, and am forry we can^t take you j bMC ' un- 
difciplin'd recruiiJS, won't do.— ^-Thc nature oF the 
(crvice we're ordered on, requires pick'd men. 

Len. There's a boat how going off— by hearens 
I will get aboard. [Exit baftily^ 

Capt. By heavens you fhall pot tho'— ^Holloa \ 
iprStop that fellow — keep him out of the boat. 

Enter Serjeant. 

Serl Sir, his Royal Highnefs's aid-du-camp 
wou'd fpcak with you. - 

Capt. I come.— [Exit Serjeant. 

Something in this young fellow that ftrikes me ex- 
ceedingly — {looks out) — No— the boat's gone 
without him, and there he walks melancholy 
away; and intimate with the foldiers!— Mighc 
perhaps have given me fome clue todifcover my 
fbn. — I begin now to defpair; for if my boy is ftill 
in any of thofe regiments, he muft have ohajig'di 
his name. 

vol.. 1% 3 K Re-efit^ 
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Re-enter Skrjeakt^ 

S«r. Sir 

Caft. Oh, true, \Exeui^^ 

Enter Mary^^ 

Mary. The coming fpring begins to make the 
country look delightful. The fwcetcft feafon ap- 
proaching, even the birds join in love — and my 
love to leave me ! 

%mgy c&arxning warblers! voice of love | 
The dulcet fong 
Now pours alongy 
For love can harmonize the grorvc. 
Bid balmy zephyrs gently bear 
yhi liquid notes thro' yielding air. 

Jte-eniir Capt, CKuizERt 

Copt. Thofe men loiter along the road— (/^«if 
$ut) 

Mary. Oh, your Honor, I hope his Highncft 
isn't yet gone over to the Ihip \ i • 

Capt. Eh! What, my lafs, do you, too, want 
to go and pull Sprigs of Laurel ? 

Mary. No, fir : but it*s about a young man, a 
ibldier 

Capt. The devil's in the foldiers for bringing 
the women after them. You're a modcft, preny 
looking thing — you foolifti jade, what bufio^fs 
have you with the young men ? Take your fni- 
velling good-bye on fliore— *-no petticoats come 

on 
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Y>ti boaird my (hip. I advife you^ child, to mo- 
defty and difcrction; for your own forwardnefs 
and folly contribute as often to the ruin of in- 
nocence, as the ba(b art$ of villainous feduAion. 

Miry. I believe that gentleman means well^ 
but he ihou'd have known who he was talking to 
•—and even then, fwect and welcome is the gende 
monitor ! fqr what we liften to with pleafure, wc 
follow with delight. I may chance to fee my 
Sinclair again before he goes«-I know he'll con* 
quer; and when he rcturns-*-Oh! fuch a gar- 
land as ru ni'4kc hiin !— Aye, and he iball wear 
it too. 

. AIR. — Mary. 

Fragrjint chaplets quaintly twining* 

Thro* the fingers of the fair ; 
Ev'ry gr^ce and fweet cqinbining, 

Fqv the foldier's brow prepare. 

Gift of Venus, blufting, glowing. 

Let the lovely rofe be feen; 
And the Laurel, Mars beftowing. 

Make the wreath an evergreen. 

Gh, if here isn't Sinclair and my fad 

JE»/#r Majqr T-^gtic and Sinclair. 

Tac. Zounds! how often will they halt?—* 
Sinclair ! Why do you run before the rank ? 

Sin. Don't you fee my attraftiQn ? — Oh ! my 
love ! {ei»hra(cs Mary) 

Tag. Mary ! — Now, girl, what has bewitched 
you to follow us ? 

3 £ d Sin^ 
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Sin. My lovely, faithful foul! don't be angry 

with hen 



AIR.'^'-Smclair. 

Parted from thee, my cr'ry blifs. 

My only joy, the parting kifs; 

So fweet ! and yet fo fcant a (lore, , 

I languiih'd to return for more. 

And aft thou come, and dofl thou bring 
The fource whence thoufand raptures fpring ? 
Oh ! let me prefs thofe lips again. 
Thus parting, ever thus remain. 

Klary. Oh ! I've fomething to tell you about 
Lenox— he is {muftc^ and Jhouts without) 

Tac. The men on their march. Get you out 
cff their way, child — you'll fee us at Greenwich* 
( Jhouts without) {fixit Mary. 

Enter Officers^ SoldierSy fc?r. accompanied and foU 
lowed by a number of people, Allcrofs^ with 
Jhoutingy drums ^ and martial mufic^ 

AlK.— Sinclair. 

Sound trumpets ! hard tafks to tlie foldier belongs 

'MidH ilreaxlful alarms> 
The ihan to deftroy who has done him no wrong. 

Thus founding to arms, 
Hoarfe echo now brawls to the loud double drDm>. 

With, come to fate come ; 
Let juftice the foldicr's bold quarrel ordain, 
Tho' dyed all in blood he's yet free from a ilain^ 

Then the battle not ceafe, 

*Tis fDr glory for peace. 

[Exeunt alt but Sinclair sndTa^ic. 

Sin. 
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StH. Oh, fir, Tve a dreadful boding of Mary's 
bufinefs. 

Tac. Something about Lenox. 

Sin. I fee it— he's been bafe and treacherous ; 
and, for all that he feemingly refigned her, no 
fooner was my back turned, than he has dared to 
renew his addreffes. 

Tac. Plague of your nonfenficallove andjea,- 
ioufy — mind your duty — run on and fall into your 
rank {pujhes him off) with their fweethearts and 
friends, and Ruff! I wi{h we had them all fafe 
on board — fome reafons thp' in Sinclair's fuf- 
picionsl I had a good opinion of Lenox— but 
this violent friendmip of your young folks, all a 
feather — give me an old friend. 

- AIR — Major Tactic. 

Midft flaunting fhrubs in'vernargreenij 

Each finer than his fellow, 
A venerable oak Tve feeh, 
. All clad in fober yellow, 

Whilft wintry winds could blow arOQnd> 

Their leaves all hclter-fkelter. 
Poor birds within his branches found. 

An hofpitable fhelter. 

In life's gay fpring too oft* we find. 

The buds of foft afFeftion, 
Scarce knit, when blown by ev'ry wi&d. 

In this and that diredion. 

Oh, come, thou friend, that can'ft endure. 
The (hocks of rougheil weather, 

Frank, chearfnl, honeft and mature. 
We'll live and die together, 

[Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

Be/ore Greenmcb Hojjpital'—Vicw of tie TbatneS'-^ 
A Tender at anchor^ and boats with Soldiers crvjfing 
to it. 

Enter Geokge Streamer, attended h/ Seamen 

with their oars. 

Officers and Sgldiers^ ^c* 

Stream. Chearly my boys, clqar th^ ^ngw^y 
there ! here'3 another boatfuU-^wq'll bring you 
gentlemen of the red cloth along fide of the 
Frenchmen ; I hope 'twill Toon be our turn to 
take a fpell at that work* We have a Prince too 
to lead us on— oh dam'me I how I long to pow« 
der their toupees. 

AlK-^George Streamer. 

Pm here or there a jolly dog. 
At land or fea, I'm ail a«gog. 
To fight or kifs or touch the grog, 

Fi!)^ Vm a jovial midfiiipman, 

A fmart young midihipmaQ^ 

A little midfhipman. 
To £ghtOf kifs or touch the groj^, 

Oh I'm a jovial midfliipman. 

My honour's £xtt from (lain or fpeck. 
The foreman-men are at. my beck. 
With pride I walk the quarter-deck. 

For I'm a fmart young midlhipman, &c# 

I mix the pudding For our mefs,^ 

In uniform then neatly drefs ; 

The captain afks, (no need to prefs,) 

Come, dine with me, young midihipman, &c, 

WAe* 
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% Whtn RnyalCLAftiNcc comes on boaidjt 
By England^'s Navy, all, ador'd, 
from him, I f«metimes pafs the word, 
Tho' I'm aahumble midfhipman, 
A fmart young diidihipman, 
A little midfhipman, 
for Royal Will was once like me, 
A merry little midfhipman. 

[Exeunt with failors ^c. into tbt^i^t^ 
Enter Major Tactic and Mary. 

* 

^ac. Lenox in this curfed hobble ? — An ugly 
job, faith ! 

Mary. Father, won't you make the Duke for* 
give him ? 

Tac. I make Dukes forgive People ! what does 
%\it girl take me for ? 

Enter Sznclair> (greatly agitated.) 

Sin. My beloved Mary, tell me fliis affair 
that brought you? ay, well, as I was gone, 
Lenox—— 

Mary. Oh! heis— — 

Sin. A villain ! 

Mary. How ? 

Tac. Be quiet — you wronged him in the love 
bufinefs — egad, poor Lenox has fomethiug elfe 
now to think of ! Oh, yes, he'll be fliot. 

Sin. Who ! Sir ! Mary, what has he done ? 

Mary. Is it poflible ! I had no idea that hislifs 
was in danger. 

Sin. What's his crime^ and where is he now ? 

Tac. 



4 

in irons ^thtSftvoy. r? - - vd- vbtj^hr. 

Enter X^AP^iCKmisiKrV^ - '^^^my. 

Caps. Bring l^im along, an bliftinate^oiiiig 
Scoundrel! - : ;\^Jv4:.. 

Tac. What's the matter, Sir ? 

Cap. A blockhead that I refund to take on 
board, jumps into the river, fwims over to the 
fhip; and there he was found hiding bdb&d 
a ben-coop. A brave fellow— -bUft vti^ Hin^ 
jfrighten him a Uttle. i —iluiiaid 

Enter Lenox, in cuft^iy ofJoIdiers^ndf^Hi^r^ -^ ^* 

So, you wou'dn't take my word for it r^taHit nov^ 
yop ihall give an account of yourfelC Before his 
highnefs. '• ^^r 

5m» Why, it's Lenox ? ^ . :^- v 

Tac. One of the guards. Sir. u? : r:?} 

Gsr^/. Indeed ! hold him in cuftody! [Beit. 

Mary. AhJ Sinclair, doesn't y our heart Uccc|*, 
for your unhappy friend ? 

Tac. Why, how the devil did you ihake ^ 
your irons and efcape from the Savoy ? 

Len. Major, I never was difgrac'd with iroM^ 
or in a jail. 

Tac. Zounds ! Mary, what ftorjr^sthis you*vc 
been telling us ? Oh ! I fee it's all a flam^ an 
excufe for her coming after us to Greenwich, 
and taking another parting kifs with your^fweet- 
heart. ' . 

Mary, (cries.) Indeed, father, I don't know 
what you meanj Lenox now, has got other 

cloath^ 



dba&s on--4mt Ftai fure I fiiw Kisi tiicea ioto 
coftody, by tfe Cdrporil — Think iiie«-i*fo~ 



artf ul--^a9^o — iillrfcnt ftoHc^ — dnly — to 



(fibs.) 
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^ ^MT. Nay, my loirej dkui't weep^yotir Uther 
tannot foppc^c 



Cffj. Wcll,^ Mils Marjr; to oMij^e ^bii, IVe 
i^dcred Lenoir to be brought before the Duk^ 
fiimfelf— -oh ! jronder they bring him. 

Tac. Why, corporal, yoii^rc driink too;— 
here they've brought him already. 

Qfrp. I drunk ( let me tell yoU^ Major, 1 caii 
^ as fober on mjr duty, is ahy mslii. 

Tac. Why, did you pull him from behind Ae 
faeh-coopt / . 

Corp. Hen-codp I t fay, t fouicid Lenok on hint 
guard moft damnably difguifed. 

Tac. Well, you may find hidi thert, difgiiij'd. 
(^nfs to Lenox.) 

Lm. You found me drunk ! why, torpbral; 
what's the matter with you ? 

Corp. (Jiaring at Lenox.) 'Tis Lfenox! theii 
Ikrho the devil have we got prisoner yotxaet 1 < 

Ntpperkih ttSiithiut.) 
« Pift four o'clock 1'^ 

-fe»f^ NxpFERKiN, {guarded.) 

» ■ * 

Tac. Why, it's the joking rafcal, tiiat cajoPd 

me out of the bowl of punch. 

Len. Nipperkih ! Oh! I kt how this h^ 

t)e3n. 
VOL. r. 3 F iVS^» 
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(/po/b 4/ Lenox.) What* then you have been dcn^ 
1(3 I tkou^ rfi-n>ji|!|fitakei;i-)fn>i d^^fi! J^eoiayA'^ 
be kaog'd in my CQ^ i 






JBi/^'CAPT. Cftvikia.' - -^ - '^J' 



NifperkiM talks apart to the Soldiers, 



» * J ^ T - 



>U.'! 



Cjr^/. (/^ Leu6x.) Young man, Tvc laid /^otnr 
c%f« before l)i& Royal Higli»e&r^bf^' f oiiriqmt- 
Jng yoqr poft was a crime, tha( deoiands fc^ 
miikary difci pUne, a fev^re punUbiqf ht, |r«t in. 
confidoration of ypnr piotiv^, a^rilliwl cKaoo^ 
pie of noble ardour for your coup try's liolior,J|9 
Qpt oaly pardons yon, h^t from youfr hig^ %ha* 
rader as an excellent foldier, prefenU yMbg witlf 

^ispUffe. ^ / rv 

Nip* A purfe for only fwimming to— tyy^tlir 

lordt I om^ fw^m frpm Chdfea*jc«9sCyb to ^ikter- 

fca-bridgc— give mer-^r— in . iv; 

Cn^f Nipperkjn ! why, who made ft Jlblc^ 

of you i heire, my lad ! (offmn^ /if fui^^xLi^ 

Nip. A hen-coop ! to , fmuggle myfelf iitto f 
$glit I'd Jiidi^xbeb^^MJl a mauTe-trap. 

Lenl I humbly thank bis Highnefs-ifpaBdw 
is the utmoft g^ace I could hope for ; my £rie&d 
{to Simtair) you have never dlbbeyed: ordeis-rr 
a more finiffied foldier, on the eve of being inar- 
lied too — aud the Duke^s bounty will be applied 
to a better purpofe in jcontributing di^ktitional 
comforts to an amiable y/omzn.. (gii;fj,^if»ffe 
to Sine/air. ; j 

Nip* They won't let me be generous—iiobpdy 

will 



&MG& OF, hAVMiL. 4ej 

tnH give tbr purfes to give away id 'f^cfT'l^ini- 

y iMk Shv'if 1 iiir^iily fiiffercd bx«: to gO' with 
the Duke» fome future evdut ijriay ofifet aiaf oc- 
eafioii^ really to fignalize myfelf, and by merit 
win a reward^ of which I am. now totally un- 
i*orthyi 

Capt. A libera} mifi^Jed fi^Uov* faith! fo, tof 
kfs, this is your foldier laddie ! 
' Mary. Oh, no; Sir,--^Igrant he defervtSr— ay, 
tbemoft b^iitiful lafdy-^but hcrcl'^ liiry htmibfc 
choice. •■■■•• 

^. Htimbk) indeed 1 yet I haire reafon to be 
ipi^tld i^ht th0 £tieiid&ip ^f i^eilk^^^' and i^ 
^love ofvMstt^ i^ 

Nipi Captain^ lend' me a guinea, andi I*H t^ 
yoo afecret* n 

Cafi. You drunken fcoundrd, Til break your 

iiea4* 

Nify {Afide) This boy*8 generolity has fo 

wrought upon my heart, that 1 cah*£ bear 

iielhould longer remain in obfcure wretcbedhefs 

«^hearky (fjp fjemx.) down on y<yw knees to 

the codger, {points to the Captain.) 

JjBn* What do^you niean ? 

mp. Oh ! what is this world cf)me to*! I b?d a 
Ion afk his father's ble^g, and be fayd holloa I 
death and oqns, what ^o you ineap ? 

Capt. Son ! thi$— :— *• 

Len. Howf 

JVi^. I tell you, that-s the boy in the baflcet, 
the phild of charity, tthe prentice to— Mr. Dal- 
rumple, the fiddle cafe makei* ; the ppvate fol* 
dier, that for glory pi efers a French buHtt to an 
^gliih ph»mb-{>uddi0g» 

Len^ 
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is it thus expUinea?^ 



7l 



:^;««.^ 



'fttry*;raj[d 



*. * f • y- 



f'- ' ••. 



Caft. It mi^A be^iJic defeytci'fr^ 

JV//, QF » abao<^ii<:d fitlier. 

Gjj>/. Nippcrkin, you're iio\ir pnyilegcd-^ 
The fcrvicq you've render^ nie by this difco- 
very — my boy a bra^p ibldier If^muft make a 
good officef« -c^'- 

* I^^f. Sir, my higheft ambitton J? ftoi?^ '1» join 
in glorious enterprize as a private, fotif I am to 
bje honoured with prombtion I'll $rfti witl| 
hieart and hand, endeavour to deferveit. 



».-. 



Gaoi^^fi SjiitA^tt, Officers^ Sailor, 
dUrSj and a variety of other CbaraEUrv 



Sinclair. 






-i X 



Till to your clifla we turn o^r f«Cje> : 
Old £nglandl>e a merry place ; V 
To pipe and fiddle, jig a*pace» . 

Whilft we take lienjce our draoMQiiig ; 

But when we finiih the campaign. 
With wooden leg, or gblden diain, 
We'll march, or hop to you again. 
You, fing^ our boys are coming, 

CHORUS. 
Till to your cUSs, &:c« 

Matyj 

• > 

ye warriors, from my foldfier fly. 
The lightnings tfajfh his beaming eye 5 
Beneath his conqu'r Ing fword ye die, 
- If to the fight ye dare him. 



Whcm 



sBMseoQE i^wmi^ ^S 






:'n. 



Tour foot upon the vanquiihed^foe. ^ r^ ? 

Your arm raifcd high, to give the WoW,^^ ' , ^ ^- ^" ' 
FprMsfei^weetheartrfpii^hifci n it ,4a^s^? 

TiU to yi}ac'di0li> 43^ > C 

iPih'given much to knock iM kill^ 
This war was made againft my will ; 
^Sqsfffi Uke to 6ght, but Til fit ftil^ 

/. ,, I 4nd talk ipi Coffee Eoufes : 

y etif 5 tojplc it in ray fitt^. 
By cattin^„ throats to ^et my bread. 
In mod hewrpapers might be read. 
My mighty kicks and douces. 

Tfill |Q jrpur ^]m, &f^ 



< X. 









LenciXf 



But grateful hesHrts ite hence muft bear. 
For all thofe noble Britiih Fair, 
Who take into their gen'rous care. 
Dear pledges left behind us* 

You to proted, th^ potrVfo^ ckarm. 
That fires the foul and nerves the arm, 
Whilft patriot zeal our bofoms warm. 
Such duties eVet bind us. 

Till to your cliffs, k^. 

Major TactiC. 

We go brave lads at hononr^s call, : 
To check the proud, the ruthlefs Gaul, 
Let Britain's thunder how appall. 
And bid him think on CrefTy, 

George Streamer. 

Fl^ weigh for Holland, with a cheer. 
And when I've help'd my friend Mynheer, 
V\\ round forboiiny Plymouth fteer^ 
* And kifs Poll, Sail, and Befly. 

Till to your cliffs, &c. 



lH' 



i 






4od SPRIGS OF laurel; 

i/. Enfign. 

Yc Wolfs and Elliots all repair. 
Great Britain's flalidaril, lo ! I betif jfc 
My colours flapping in the airj 
His MajeAy was donor. 

id. E^i/ign. 

And, ladies, do not think I jeft. 
My courage when put to the teft, 
Por your dear fakes I'll fight my Tjeft^ 
I will, upon my honor. 

CHORUS. 

Till to your cliffs we turn our fa<;c. 
Old England be a merry place ; 
. To pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace^ 

Whilft we take hence our drumming. 



FINIS. 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME, 
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